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TO MY CHILDREN. 



'Twas once, in life's young day, my fondest care 
To tend your infant steps; 'twas joy to guide 
The flowering of your youth, whatever betide 
It's wayward trend ; and you have made life fair 
And bright, e'en in its cloudiest, darkest air ; 
But now it seems full time to stand aside, 
And shift our joy— to mark you bravely guide 
Adown life's stream, and all its hazards dare. 
But deem it not as vanity that we 

Should still desire to see ourselves in you ; 
And though, reflecting o'er life's stretch, you see 
Some fancied weakly foibles in me. 
Yet think life's mission, oft constrained or free, 
We spent to mould you to be leal and true. 



NELLIE. 



I fondle memories I Oh I how sweet ! They are 
Of one loved through the days of many years, 
But who, leaving, ha-s caused a well of tears ; 
Because beloved, we miss her, nor can spare 
To miss the fragrance of her own heart, rare 
In delicate warmth, yet fervency. It rears 
Heaven's purity to know that now it wears 
In her our best of earth, so do not dare 
To harbor a regret that might inflict 
A wound to lesfsen our sweet thoughts of her. 
Who lived so gently, nobly, good and pure ; 
Nay, let memory fondly cherish to depict. 
Above the sad farewell grief gives to bear. 
The love she gave, so sweetly Do endure. 



PREFACE. 



"Most poets are soon forgotten; not the noblest 
Shakespeare or Homer of them can be remembered for 
ever; a day comes when he too is not!" So wrote 
Carlyle ; but although the great sage may be right when 
sublimity or magnificence of thought only — ^as he evi- 
dently meant — ^are considered, yet will the ideas of 
every writer have a field of influence within which they 
may take root and endure. This field will be in propor- 
tion to the fitness of the message conveyed in the 
thought and expression to meet the spirit of expectancy 
with which the reader approaches or finds in perusal. 
If a unison of feeling can be stirred up between two 
minds, an intimate friendship will result ; so if a writer 
can create in the mind of his reader a fellowship of 
thought, or an acquiescence in some new idea imparted. 
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find a fuller welcome from former friends and readers 
when met with in a new dress. 

No apology need be given for the form in which they 
have been presented. The sonnet is accepted as one of 
the most elegant forms of literary expression, requiring 
a single thought to be compressed into the very limited 
compass of fourteen lines, but yet complete in the pre- 
sentation of the idea. Whether this has been accom- 
plished in those comprised in this volume, or that the 
ideas are in themselves worthy of preservation, is with 
much diffidence submitted to the courteous forbearance 
of the reader. 
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L 

"Thou shalt have no other gods before me." — Exodus xx. 3. 

A god man must have — something higher than 

Himself, or aught he knoweth, and worthy 

Of his worship, else will he gratify 
The innate craving of his soul, and plan 
A god from what his phantasy can scan — 

The sun, the moon or stars ; things low or high, 

Down to a calf, his mind will deify. 
If left alone of things divine to span. 

God has revealed himself, and hence we see 
A light that shineth o'er the paths of time — 
A hand stretched forth to order and to guide. 
Who seeks men's love, and will not fail to chide 
If aught eclipse his sovereignty sublime 
Or stay the homage due to his decree. 
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II. 

"In the hearts of all that are wise-hearted I have put wisdom."-* 
Exodus xxxi. 6. 

O words all comprehending! what is left 
For man of his own motion to elect, 
In seeking paths wherein he may project 

Schemes for ambition's triumph ? — ^all the weft 

And woof of thought and action are bereft 
Of power to think wherein he may direct 
To purpose nobler than himself — infect 

Of line original — from his own heart cleft. 

But, given a trend whereby a sovereign will 
Works out a course of action and of thought. 
How grand the leading to things pure and true ! 

The path of duty becomes joy, and still 

Ten thousand wider-opening ways are brought 
To mind and heart for pleasures ever new. 
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III. 

"Thou shalt not covet"— Ex. xx. 17. 

Were all the wealth of this wide realm mine own, 
And mine each source of gladness and of joy, 
That in pure mirth I might my hours employ. 

Yet were I other pleasures — ^higher — shown. 

Unreachable, though near, and seen, and known, 
Would not my human frailty find alloy 
Added to those I do possess, to cloy 

Their satisfaction, so find their pleasure gone ? 

The source of truest satisfaction lies 
In seeing all we own as generous gifts 
A loving Father hath bestowed to use, 
And all that's given to others' hands supplies 
Our neighbors' comforts, and to gladness lifts 
The weary ones whom else we might abuse. 
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IV. 

"Put difference between holy and unholy." — Lev. x. id. 

Between the holy and unholy lies 

A gulf more wide than stretches east from west; 

And yet within each living soul there rest 
Strong lines that link to both ; one hour it tries 
On fledgeling wing toward holiness to rise, 

And on the next^ embracing pleasure's zest, 

Repentant lies, with fallen, wounded crest — 
A stranded pleader that for mercy cries. 

Is't hard to judge on which side lies the good. 

Or where 'twere best life's effort should be laid ? — 

To choose th' unholy must the pure elude. 
And all of virtue's hallowed beauty fade ! 

Then surely must the wise of heart conclude, 
That only what is holy should persuade. 
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V. 

"Come thou with us, and we will do thee good." — Num. x. 29. 

Like God's love, all embracing, full and free, 

The invitation holds, but widened out 

To meet the world's vast bounds ; the gladsome shout 
Still echoes forth, "Come, weary ones, and see 
How wondrously God works for all — for thee. 

When once thy heart associates the devout 

And seeketh good ; enshriven of doubt. 
Good overflows, and thou'lt be blest as we." 

Like draws to like, so good with good embrace. 
And souls for righteousness who strive will reach 

The inner courts where is dispensed the grace 
Of love divine, and, themselves taught, will teach 

To wider zones their new-found joy, and trace 
The devious paths once mercy pressed to reach. 



6 SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES. 



VI. 

"Be ye of good courage." — Num. xiii. 20. 

The battlefield of life encounters has 

Where hero-soldiers must their valor show. 
Not to the world's admiring gaze below, 
But to high witnesses of heaven amass, 
Before whose watchful eyes attentive pass 

Each cautious fence and guard, and thrust and blow 
That thwarts the tempter, sin's vile power over- 
throw, 

And victories prove that city's siege surpass. 

The chaplet ready waits the victor's brow. 
Held forth while yet th' unceasing fight is on ; 

The royal hand that holds once fought, and now 
He calls for courage val'rous as his own ; 

And, knowing each stroke of faith-full prayer, and how 
The struggler well acquits, awards "Well done !" 
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VII. 

"And the people spake against God, and against Moses." — Num. 

xxi. 5. 

The people sinned ! — yea, sinned in face of all 

Those wondrous works which God for them had 
wrought ! 

Yesterday's mean slaves to-day to freedom brought, 
They shaped their sin to an ungrateful fall 
From high allegiance to rebellion's call : 

Forgot the power that raised a standard fraught 
With bliss, and which for all the wide world sought 
Salvation's glorious scheme of love t' install ! 

When faith gets shrouded in a mist of gloom, 
What depths degrading may it not be ours 
To sink to ! — Lose our sight of God, his love 
And care, and how all things mysterious move 
To minister for good, the blissful hours. 
Strange fantasy ! are those of sin's black doom ! 
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VIII. 

"The Lord thy God is a jealous God."— Deut. vi. 15. 

God knoweth all ! — ^what wondrous insight this I 
That every thought of every mind is known — 
The heart's fond loves and bitter hates, all shown 

In the bright light of fullest day : the kiss 

Of fervent truth or traitorously amiss ; 

To-day's intention, or what may have shone 
Upon the path of yesterday agone — 

All known of him ! — what wondrous insight this ! 

Yet does he love as fully as he knows ; 
And love can brook no rival in the way, 
But still a dutiful response will claim ; 
So is he jealous of the heart that shows, 

By thought and deed, how feeble is the sway 
Of that great love that should the soul inflame ! 



SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES. 



IX. 

"Sanctify yourselves, for to-morrow the Lord will do wonders 
among you." — ^Joshua iii. 5. 

The sacred word holds forth the record true, 

How God his wonders wrought from day to day ; 
And as the mouldering centuries speed away, 

They g^ow in grandeur in his people's view ; 

For faith, instructed, reads, and, read anew. 
The truth glows forth with stronger, brighter ray, 
That o'er the future makes its radiance play 

Amid earth's mists, dispelling every hue 
Of sombre sorrow, or of grief and care. 
And making heaven less dream-like — claying bare 

The wonder-working hand that also guides 

O'er the swift rushing stream of time, — ^yea, chides 

And calls to sanctify, that cloud nor shade 

May dim the glory in his acts arrayed. 
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X. 

The Fall of Jericho. 

"Shout! for the Lord hath given you the city."— Joshua vi. i6. 

Within its walls the great old city stood, 
Secure from every harm ; the mighty host, 
Beleaguering round with silent tread, accost 
With sound of horns alone ! it stirs but rude 
And careless ridicule ; laughter's scoffs delude 
To fancied safety and to hardening boast, 
Till, reached the allotted oft-encircled coast. 
The great walls answer to a shout — subdued 
By conquering faith ; and all the world was taught 

That not e'en might of arm, nor strength, nor power 
Of earthly potentate may frustrate aught 

The triumph of that glorious coming hour 
When he whose right is universal reign 
Shall rule in righteousness, and right maintain. 
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Caleb^s Reward. 
"He wholly followed the Lord God of Israel."— Joshua xiv. 14. 

I. 

Caleb at forty, stalwart, strong and brave. 

The valiant hero of the tribal band 

Sent forth to traverse o'er the promised land. 
And tell its glory and what f niit it gave ; 
The man who did not of the giants rave, 

Nor tremble should the onward fight demand 

Courageous faith to wield a trusty brand, 
And in God's strength to conquer and to save. 
Again, when other forty years had sped, 

Caleb still stands as vigorous and strong 
As in his manhood's prime, ready to shed 

The blood of Anakim, and drive the throng 
Devoted to destruction out — ^no dread 

That heart or arm could fail to him belong. 
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II. 

He saw the land was good, and Hebron's heights, 
Possessed, were worthy of a hero's toil 
For him and his — a home of fruitful soil 

For children's children, — captured in the fights 

Where God and conquering hosts gave conquest rights 
To faithful hearts who knew not of recoil 
When once commanded to arrest the spoil 

From holders doomed by heathen-working blights. 

'Twas his to see with faith's clear-visioned sight 
The arm divine that led the conquering way, 
And trust unfalteringly; and Israel's God 
Rewards the arm unflinching in the fray. 
So in the contests of life's fight-strewed road, 

The valiant arm is favored in the fight. 
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XII. 

The Cities of Refuge. 
"Appoint out for you cities of refuge." — ^Joshua xx. 2. 

All sin is heinous in God's sight, but some 
Are darker — ^ghastlier — in his high regard ; 
Yet even the worst found mercy, and a g^ard 

Was placed 'gainst vengeance, lest the foam 

Of strife impassionate should widely roam 
Beyond frail reason's curb, and so retard 
The quiet judgment that would wrath discard 

And find repenting refugees a home. 

So for the sins that shadow o'er life's way 
And stain with stumblings every step each day, 
Even to the crimes endecalogued, that pray 
For vengeant justice, there is refuge given — 
A fountain wherein all are washed and shriven — 
The Well-Beloved, the precious gift of heaven. 
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"Choose ye whom ye will serve." — ^Joshua xxiv. 15. 

"I serve" * — 'tis noble motto for a life ! 

For the small radius of one's narrow ken 
Is too constrained to fill desire ; but when 
A service mean is chosen, 'mid the strife 
Of active living a wider field to give, 

It weights the soul, until it stands 'mong men 
Itself a meaner creature, unable then 
To make good deeds in life's high mission rife. 

Service uplifts to nobler things when that 
We serve is noble, and effort's purposed end 
Is strained to good ; the soul in stature grows 
By healthful exercise in fields where thought 
Roams within realms where things holy tend 
To peace which service rendered well bestows. 
' /cA dun — **I serve"— is the motto of the Prince of Wales. 
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XIV. 

"I will never break my covenant with you." — ^Judges ii. i. 

In all the records of the long gone past 

How strangely weak men's promised fealty stands ! 

The blissful joy of keeping God's commands 
Is less esteemed as grows the race, till cast 
Aside and all forgotten at the last ; 

And though corrected at th' Almighty's hands 

With dreadful issue, still the coming bands, 
Unawed by gross-grown sin, stand not aghast. 

But covenanted promise cast aside 

Puts into contrast God's unbroken vows ; 

Hence may believing faith in trust abide, 

And, stronger waxing, their tried souls arouse 

To watching, knowing that, whate'er betide, 
God will most faithfully their cause espouse. 
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XV. 

"They stood every man in his place." — ^Judges vii. 21. 

The heart that answers to stem duty's call, 
And stands unflinchingly to guard or fight, 
When comes the hour of sacrifice for right, 

Must hide his eyes from dangers that appall, 

Nor ever think what issues may befall ; 
But find in righteousness an arm of might. 
Fair truth t' uphold, or blasting wrong to smite : 

So win his cause, and victory install. 

When Israel's hosts, with awe-felt silent tread. 
Beleaguered Jericho, no thought was their's 
That thus would victory be won ; each knew 
Him impotent, and waited God with dread 
To work the triumph ; so, when the hero bares 
A duteous arm, heaven's inspiration's true. 
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XVI. 

"Thy people shall be my people, and thy God my God." — Ruth 

i. i6. 

God's people shall be one where'er the truth 
Can find a lodgment ; hearts are ever one 
That move in unison of thought ; when gone 
Or broken are the bonds of sin, wild youth 
And settled age see eye to eye ; th' uncouth 

Of manner and the courtly, when grace hath done 
Its gracious work, alike their past disown, 
And feel the heavenward trend ; the mouth 
That used to revel in the slanderous tale, 
And heart that heard unmoved the dol'rous wail. 
Will speak in praise and stretch the helping hand 
So soon as, love endued, they join the band 
That keep in step with God's all-righteous ways, 
And make his will the pleasure of their days. 
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"When I begin, I also will make an end."— i Sam. iii. 12. 

How vain the hopes which sin-led men will draw 
From mercy, suffering long and coming slow ; 
Time's tread is noiseless, but its onward flow 

Relentless is ; so is God's holy law 

A quiet teacher, that, with solemn awe, 
Unfolds the sovereign will, but does it so 
That all — even he who runs — may surely know 

That naught forgotten is, and that no flaw 

May pass unnoted. Ah ! we oft forget. 
While Mercy stands to welcome every soul 

That comes to seek her grace, yet mtist we seek; 

And that, unsought, not hidden is the threat 
That power divine, retaining full control. 

Lays down when Mercy's voice may cease to 
speak. 
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"Ebenezer: Hitherto hath the Lord helped us."— -i Sam. vii. 12. 

The course of life glides steady to its end, 

And from the height of swiftly gathering years 
Memory loves to ponder — with fond eye peers 

O'er the marked wake that shows how it did bend 
This way or that, then question why did wend 
One's footsteps thus ? — what influence appears 
T' have drawn us through yon burning zone that 
sears 

Ev'n yet the soul, or through those scenes that send 
Such calmful comfort o'er these later days! 
How restful 'tis, thus gazing o'er life's course, 
To note its devious wanderings, and to see 
A loving hand had steered its strange-led ways. 
And g^ideth still — then own this loving force 
Mine Ebenezer — "My God helping me 1" 
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XIX. 

"God save the king." — i Sam. x. 24. 

Chosen of God from out the sons of men 
To rule by his authority and right, 
And lead when enemies would dare the fight, 
The needed gifts are all bestowed, and then 
'Tis duty's call that prompts to action when 
Has come the hour for struggle, and no plight 
Of fainting heart avails to stay the might 
That lies enwrapped within th' assuring ken 
That heaven's all-conqu'ring arm is at the call 
Of heaven's appointed son ; — ^there's untold power 
In him who knows his mission is a thing 
Of God's own willing, and that it cannot fall, 

Though doubt may shroud in cloud the transient 
hour: 

This the strength of Israel's pray'r, "God save the 
king/' 
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"Stubbornness is as iniquity." — i Sam. xv. 23. 

The man that seeks no counsel but his own, 
And lives repellant of all other wit, 
Must, walking in such narrow groove, unfit 

Himself for broad and gen'rous life ; alone 

He'll stand, mind-immolated, like a drone; 
Amid the world's swift progress he may sit 
And speak with loud, aggressive voice, yet it 

Will seem as tale that's out of season gone. 

And thus to stand, a rock amid the stream 
Of rushing life, that can but lesser grow, 

E'en though he deems him steadfast in the right, 
Is but to foster a conceit — a dream — 

That turns him stagnant ; — then be 't ours to flow 
Onward in soul-growth, in God's enlarging light. 
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XXI. 

"Man looketh on the outward appearance, but God looketh < 
the heart." — i Sam. xvi. 7. 

Man may fathom the depths of the ocean wild, 
And the caverns search where its secrets lie ; 
He may pierce the void of the starry sky, 

Weigh the worlds that roll in its azure field ; 

But ah ! the human soul alone will yield 
To a power above it divinely high 
Its secret things ; but to that its tiniest sigh 

Is known, e'en to its furthest cause unsealed. 

Oh! who then will dare that life's passing hours 
Should be frittered away in folly's train. 

Or prefer the delights of pleasure's bowers, 
Forgetting the day of revealing pain ? 

Ah ! 'tis wisdom now to think of that Eye 

To whom all secret things wide open lie. 
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"The battle is the Lord's."— i Sam. xvii. 47. 

Speak not as if the carnage and the blood 

Were God's own willing work, and that the wreck, 

The misery and the ruin left in track 
Of dreadful war were his who giveth good 
With lavish love, and who hath guardian stood 

O'er all his own ! Nay, but contentions break 

From out sin's fury, and the fighters wreak 
Their deadly vengeance in sin's vengeful mood. 

God's hand but shapes the victory, and that he gives 
With judgment that errs never, for he knows 
From which contending side will surely come 
The good He purposes, and which receives 
The meted punishment from sin that flows ; 
And so the issues with God's will strike home. 
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"And they kissed one another, and wept one with another." — 
I Sam. XX. 41. 

A friendship leal and true! — of heart with heart 
Beating in unison ! — each thought each day 
A bliss enjoyed, or sorrow cast away, 

As with one force impelled, but with no part 

Wrapped in the foibles of selfish art ; 
Ambition's aim, its fondest wish, to say 
How much it loves, and in love's ardent way 

Meet life or death as duty stands alert 
To point where lies the noble and the true. 
And make the sacrifice to friendship due. 

But, ah ! if this the type, how few have shone 

Like that of David and of Jonathan, 

Until we find in David's greater Son 

The worthiest friend, and friendship's glory won ! 
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"And the Lord said unto David, Go up."— 2 Sam. ii. i. 

To be a prince, in sovereign power to reign 
O'er God's own people, and in his great name. 
Were surely honor's height and breadth of fame 

To satisfy ambition's highest strain ; 

And such the Master's call, most clear, most plain, 
That to the utmost pitch each one inflame 

His striving after things of loftiest aim, 

And most, make effort that he should obtain 

The crown of life from the Redeemer's hand. 
Ambition is a virtue when is sought 
The achievement of life's purposed end; 

And then obedience to the Lord's command 
Requires that straining effort must be brought 
To win the glories of the better land. 
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XXV. 

"And David went on, and grew great, and the Lord of hosts was 
with him." — 2 Sam. v. 10. 

Like the great oak whose sturdy strength is shown 
In fair green leaf and branches spreading far, 
So grew God's chosen king — in peace and war 

A victor mighty, till his coasts were known 

Wide o'er the nations, who his valor own 

And seek his friendship ; but his greatness bore 
Heaven's stamp — in heaven's cause a conqueror, 

Who sought to found in righteousness his throne. 

The Lord of hosts was with him ! herein lay 
The might, the honor, and the wide renown ! 

And is it not, to all men, and alway. 

The same — ^that blessing and successes crown 

The faithful and the trusting soul, whose way 
Is righteousness, and evil f rowneth down ? 
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XXVI. 

"And the anger of the Lord was kindled against Uzzah, and God 
smote him there for his error, and there he died by the ark of 
God."— 2 Sam. vi. 7. 

When vivid lightnings flashed o'er Sinai's height, 
And dreadful thunderings voiced forth God's appeal, 
That his own law should govern all, and seal 

Man's measure of his will in the strong light 

Of perfect truth, he surely meant the sight 

T' impress men's hearts with reverence — reveal 
His awe-inspiring majesty, and feel, 

Not mercy's gentle touch, but the dread might 

In which his sovereign mandate is arrayed ; 
And e'en in moments of forgetful care, 

Like Uzzah's grasp, whose unwise zeal betrayed 
A shrivelled sense of sacred things, we dare 

Not lose our high regard for things divine. 

Else is the mission lost of life's design. 
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XXVII. 

"I will chasten him with the rod of man, and with the stripes of 
the children of men." — 2 Sam. vii. 14. 

While heaven's great law, all perfect, asks 
A perfect keeping, and, if broken, deals 
.A chastisement unflinching, yet there steals 

Throughout its whole demands no other tasks 

Than plead men's weal, and every subject basks 
In love's clear sunshine, that reveals 
More of the Father's heart than what appeals 

To an unbending lawgiver, who masks 

In kind restrainings what he fain would have 
Themselves to seek for as their highest good : 

So do fond fathers, in desire to save 

Youth's wayward steps, wield the corrective rod 

With gentle sway ; and as fond mothers lave 
But love's caress, so mercy speaks in God. 
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XXVIIL 

there not any of the house of Saul, that I may show the kind- 
ness of God unto him?"— -2 Sam. ix. 3. 

The sacred ties that bind men heart to heart 

Have many names : 'tis friendship now, and then 
'Tis fond affection ; and yet once again — 
Warmest and dearest bond in every part — 
'Tis love ! and these, each like a grade in art 
Reaching after what is best, shed amain 
The truest kindness — like to God's — that fain 
Would seek with fervor where it may impart 
The largest good. So love brings those nearest 

With whom they've counselled and with whom 
they've walked 
In joy and sorrow ; unisoned in thought 
And feeling, they are to them the dearest 

Because they've given and have received — ^have 
talked 

So that their souls in kindred lines are wrought. 
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"Be of good courage, and let us play the men."--2 Sam. x. 12. 

What life is there that needs not courage bold 
Sometime within the limits of its span, 
Which is not called on through its tortuous plan — 
If plan it has, and is not dead and cold — 
To strike with vigorous arm, and seize and hold 
Some point of vantage? — when 'tis called to man 
Each citadel with double watch, and scan 
The unrolling future with the view to mold 
For good the circumstance each day brings forth? 
The laggard step, the hesitating hand, 

When at the grasp the tide of fortune lays. 
But brings defeat ! What's best of life — its worth, 
Its honors, if they're to be won, demand 

That each must "play the man" in its aflfrays. 
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"They went in their simplicity, and they knew not any thing." — 
2 Sam. XV. ii. 

There are who with the vicious will resort, 
And even share the evil of their deeds, 
Whose untoward, wayward way of life proceeds 

From thought inert of good, which may import 

But weakness of intent, not bold resort 
To wickedness : in such wrong supersedes 
The right when thoughtless pleasure intercedes. 

And makes its feather-light enjoyments court 

Their silly hearts, unstable as the winds ; 
They shut their eyes to every solid good. 
And ope them wide to fancy's empty dreams; 

Or fall beneath the lure of stronger minds, 
And in the moment of some frivolous mood 
Are overwhelmed in evil's fetid streams. 



SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES. 



XXXI. 

"There is no matter hid from the king." — 2 Sam. xviii. 13. 

The royal hand that wields a sceptre's power 
Can nought of freedom or exemption claim, 
From those odd foibles that thwart the aim 

Of noble minds ; their's but the human dower 

Of wisdom like to other men ; their hour 

Has scenes all bright that may exalt their name, 
And darkening shadows that o'ercast their fame. 

Yet powerless to dispel the clouds that lower 

Upon the path of each unrolling morrow ; 
But kings are orbs that light the public good. 

And speak with sanctioned voice the people's will. 

And not their own — ^the nation's joy or sorrow ; 
Hence myriad eyes for them scan o'er the mood 
Of civic life, that hearts beat calm and still. 
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"Thy gentleness hath made me great" — 2 Sam. xxii. 36. 

God's love to men, expressed in countless ways, 
Is tender still — a mother's never more; 
Endureth ever — no father ever bore 

Through life more lastingly aflfection's stays ! 

The seed's mysterious life, the dew, the rays 
Of ripening suns, each bearing blissful store. 
And cast with lavish hand the wide world o'er. 

Are gifts bestowed in tenderness, that sways 

To gentleness, and gratitude, and love; 
And virtues these that build the noble man ! 

Earth's sons are great but as the grace of heaven 

Has mellowed men to saints, and does remove 
The ruder features found in life's short span — 
Transformed to gentleness by love's sweet leaven. 
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The Wisdom of Solomon. 
"He was wiser than all men." — i Kings iv. 31. 

The wisdom of Solomon ! — it were good 

To know the measure of this wisdom's range, 
That lights far back antiquity with strange 

Magnificence, and has in darkness stood 

A beacon to encourage every mood 

Of quickened mind and wit. No mere enchange 
Of others' thought he subtly might arrange 

Was his ! — 'Twas drawn from sources understood 

As clear, original, and bright, that could 

Illume men's pathway o'er life's course divine. 

And, with full knowledge of men's frailties, spread 

Before their eyes such warning words as should 
Restrain the tempted, and with truths that shine 
With equal brightness for the righteous head. 
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"Behold, I purpose to build an house unto the name of the Lord 
my God." — i Kings v. 5. 

Why build an house for God ? — the wide, wide world 
Knows not a place wherein he dwelleth not ; 
In spreading vales, with verdure clad, no spot 

In all the vast expanse has not unfurled 

His bounty, beautiful and full ; and, hurled 
In giant mass, the mountain peaks hath shot 
To the far heavens his majesty, or what 

Portrays the greatness of his power, up-curled 

In Alpine top or Himalayan crest ; 

But these are all his own, and he would have 

Those whom he loves, and whom his hand hath 
fed. 

To build, in honor of that love, their best 

And noblest — art's rich suggestion, grand and grave, 
Inspired of reverence and to worship led. 
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XXXV. 

"So the king and all the children of Israel dedicated the house of 
the Lord." — i Kings viii. 63. 

Within the temple's ample precincts lay 

Parts set for varying rites, and to each one 
A hallowing awe was given, and in each done 

Only that conforming : the outer way 

Was given the Gentile, while the Jew might pray 
Within a holier line, till reached where none 
But priestly foot might tread ; and then, alone, 

In uttemess of holiness, away 

Within there was one spot more sacred still 

Than all the rest, from whence sweet mercy came. 

So men — God's living temples — should fulfil 
The varying uses which life's duties frame — 

Have outer circle and an inner space. 

And still, within, a sacred, holier place. 
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"If thou wilt walk before me in integrity;" ''but if thou wilt at 
all turn from following me." — i Kings ix. 4, 6. 

The path of life is no strained, narrow way ; 
It has its joys and pleasures, woes and ills, 
And these in many forms its measure fills; 

But men have choice, and they so oft betray 

A wisdom weak, and in vile actions say 

More strong than words, that, with perverted wills, 
They try to sweeten life with wrong, that stills 

The heart's fair sense of right, hence evil sways. 

And lives thus dropt from high ideals find 
That what was deemed a joy brings bitterness, 
Because the heart has changed its estimate 
Of right and wrong, and in the once pure mind 
Thoughts are endured attaint with rottenness. 
That found no lodgment in the former state. 
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"When Solomon was old, his heart was not perfect with the Lord 
his God." — I Kings xi. 4. 

Men should look for a sage in one whose years 
Hath aflforded him time and chance to grow, 
And a broadened field of experience show; 

The world should have given, through its anxious fears. 

The true wisdom that wards in cares and tears, 
Revealing the man in whose heart can flow 
Love warm and kind — ever ready to go 

Commissioned to chide, or as friend that cheers. 

But the old man wearing the crown of grey. 
With the flippant air of a coxcomb bred. 

Who with ribald tongue in a witty way 

Mocks lightly at truth, as if faith were dead. 

Is the saddest of sights ! — he life betrays 

Who shows at the end only wasted days. 
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The Old Men's Advice.* 
"Speak good words to the people." — i Kings xii. 7. 

Years bring their burdens truly, but they yield 
A wise discretion for ripe manhood's powers, 
And solid counsel in life's stormy hours ; 

And when keen scorpion wrongs — mayhap concealed 

For long — are in sharp poignancy revealed, 
The long past brings its memories in dowers 
Of caution — sweet in fragrance as the flowers 

In autumn's ripeness scenting bower and field. 

So stand our fathers, reverent in age. 

Bulwarks to stem when youth's impetuous way 

Would reckless lead. The hoary heads engage 
Their well-tried wisdom, and in our pathway lay, 

Precious as long-descended heritage. 

Those precepts gathered in life's by-past day. 
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Jeroboam's Craft. 
I Kings xii. 25-35. 

The human heart with crafty thought would fain 
Fortress itself in fortune — strive to shape 
The budding future to its will, and drape 

The thoughts of others like its own — so gain 

The loyal fealty of men's heart and brain, 
And ride to honor unabashed, if 'scape 
It can the risks sin's course may bring, and rape 

Of conscience, faithful following in its train. 

Yet the wild hazard of God's law contemned 
Wreaks vengeance on the gross assertive act. 

And lists it crime, without remede condemned ; 
Nor may earth's kings with regal pomp enact 

Aught of their own, in pride bediademed. 

And hope that scathless they may good extract. 
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XL. 
David. 

"My servant David, who kept my commandments, and who fol- 
lowed me with all his heart." — i Kings xiv. 3. 

He was a man indeed ! noble and brave ; 
In early youth a hero, and, life through. 
Warm in his loves and in his friendships true ; 

In duty faithful, he for service gave 

His best, ev'n all that kingly power might have ; 
To God, in praise his poet-fancy drew 
Strains sweet as incense, that men's hearts imbue 

With adoration's highest heavenward wave. 

Yet man indeed ! for frailty found 
The vulnerable spots where sin could wound. 
In coils of human weakness falling low, 
But in repentance bounding from its woe. 
Until, forgiving and forgiven, he stands. 
Exponent of the power that grace commands. 
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God's Care of His People. 

"The barrel of meal shall not waste, neither shall the cruse of 
fail." — I Kings xvii. 14. 

God's own, commissioned for his gracious work, 
In kings, or prophets, or in labor's hand. 
Will have — e'en though they may not understand 

How full — provision for each want, the mark 

Laid down for every step, and where may lurk 
A danger, there a refuge will command ; 
His plans in all-arranging love remand 

His power to execute his needed work. 

Prone to doubt, the human heart forgets 
That th' Eye all-seeing holds in full survey 

The world's wide field, and to each laborer fits 
His ends and needs, and fails not to convey — 

By manna shower or raven beak — a way that meets 
His thought for good, so will for all purvey. 
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"The barrel of meal wasted not, neither did the cruse of oil fail, 
according to the word of the Lord." — i Kings xvii. i6. 

The universe, with all its gorgeous parts, 
Its rolling worlds, the myriad stars of night : 
The burning sun, great charioteer of light ; 

This beauteous world, with all its beating hearts, 

Its hidden forces, and those gentler arts 
That woo the flowrets into welcome sight. 
Or those that stir old ocean's tempest-might. 

Each one to tell its birth-power's source consorts ! 

How willingly we recognize in these 

The wondrous working of God's mighty hand ! 

But fail when we are called upon to seize 
The thought that by his Fatherly command 

The meal and oil, and every joy to please — 
Our every need — through all our days expand. 
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The Reproof on Carmel. 
I Kings xviii. 17-40. 

On Carmers mount the gathered hosts proclaim, 
God would be God to them, and with strong hand 
Smote down the falsehood in Baal's prophet band ; 

The message uttered in Jehovah's name 

Recalled their conquests and their ancient fame, 
When, guided o'er the desert's trackless sand. 
Their fathers sought the longed-for promised land, 

And saw God's wonders wrought with loud acclaim. 

Once more their lapsed allegiance do they bring, 
And He, longsuffering, hears their repentant cry, 

And answers — in the pent cloud's outpouring, 
And in the cessage of the brazen sky ; 

So, ever listful to their offering. 
His truth unto his own he'll ratify. 
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"O Lord, hear me, that this people may know that thou art the 
Lord God." — i Kings xviii. 37. 

Oh ! how may God be known, and how his law ? 
Nature in thousand thousand ways proclaims 
A great First Cause, but nothing names 

His being or his person ; yet dread awe 

Pervades the prompted thought that all things draw 
Their living essence and their wondrous frames 
From some mysterious power that claims 

The right of sovereignty, untinged of flaw ! 

And yet, let once the inquiring soul be brought 
To feel he owes allegiance, faithful, true. 
To one all-holy — and that he is called 
Likewise to holiness — oh ! then how fraught 
With fuller meaning nature's voices sue. 

And teach the mysteries which before had palled. 
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XLV. 

The Flight of Elijah. 
A Rondeau, 

"Behold, there came a voice unto him, and said. What doest thou 
here, Elijah?" — i Kings xix. 13. 

"What dost thou here?" — there is another place, 
Where duty calls thee ! — arise, and do thou trace 

That path within the Hnes that God will show ; 

His gracious providences ever flow 
In ways thine eyes will see when ope'd by grace. 

Arise, and let confiding faith but place 
Its hand in God's, and firmly set thy face 
To do his will, he will not question so, 
"What dost thou here?'' 

Arise, and let no earth-born joys efface 
The heavenly visions faith and hope embrace ; 
The needed cake and cruse he'll give, so go 
To dare and do life's earnest work, and grow 
Strong of soul — then away rebuke he'll chase — 
"What dost thou here?" 
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"And behold, the word of the Lord came unto him and said, What 
doest thou here, Elijah?" — i Kings xix. 9. 

There is a time and place where duty calls, 
And there the hour must find us, fully set 
For faithful service, and 'tis ours to get 

Assigned our post, and, knowing what 'tis falls 

To our performance, to allow no thralls 
To check our willing ardor, nor to fret 
Should duty call to have each burden met 

In val'rous mood, whatever fate befalls. 

To learn our place, and know we're subjects born, 
And owe allegiance to the King of kings. 
Should inspiration lend to godly fear, 
That lets the garb of righteousness be worn 

In lowly pride, which in the pure heart springs, 
And never stirs the quest. What dost thou here ? 
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XLVII. 
Ahab and Naboth. 

"The Lord forbid it me, that I should give the inheritance of my 
fathers unto thee." — i Kings xxi. 3. 

All men have rights ! — the kingly and the high, 

As well the laborer, whose lowly lot 

Is but to toil, and to whose humble cot 
Comes naught of luxury ! — to all, the sigh 
Of sorrow is common heritage, and nigh 

To all, in some shape, come the joys that dot 

Life's pathway o'er; the griefs we may not 
Fly from, and joys for which men dare to die. 

So are those rights that all may surely claim. 
To which no rank gives prestige, and to slight 
Were grievous wrong : the life eternal — ^bought 
At cost of blood — worthy above all aim 
To win, is heritage for which to fight 

And strain, that none may lose because unsought. 
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*T-ct a double portion of thy spirit be upon me."— 2 Kings ii 

The deeds of great men who have won renown 
Shed blessings on their fellows far and wide ; 
Yet do those blessings not alone reside 

Within the limit of their acts, though known 

Therein are deeds of grace, and valor 's shown; 
Their greatest value is that they provide 
Exemplars which the world casts not aside. 

But cherishes the more as years flow on. 

Elisha judged his master and his work. 

And, with the insight of full knowledge, seen 
In friendship's ties, he set his heart's desire 
To lift his mission to th' exalted mark 
Of holiness, majestic and serene, 
Elijah furnished as he went in fire. 
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Elijah's Transi-ation. 

"Knowest thou that the Lord will take away thy master from thy 
head to-day? And he answered, Yea, I know it; hold ye 
your peace." — 2 Kings ii. 5. 

"Yea, I know it — so spake the prophet seer, 

With steadfast calm, and without shade of fear ; 

And yet momentous were the tidings given, 

Of fading earth, its loves and friendships riven. 

And sudden snapping of life's long career. 

He knew that, missioned from the heavenly sphere, 
Angelic hosts and fiery steeds were near, 

Waiting the hour to welcome him to heaven — 
Yea, he knew it! 

Death stood aside, commanded to revere, 
And pass, unknowing of the ghastly bier. 

One more inhabitant of earth, sin-shriven; 

Who, strong in holiness for which he'd striven, 
Could say, awaiting heaven's charioteer, 
"Yea, I know it!" 
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"Elisha took up the mantle of Elijah that fell from him, and went 
back." — 2 Kings ii. 13. 

I see thee, father ! — and my prayer is heard ! 
And now, thy cloud-dropt mantle's fold 
I take, in token 'tis heaven's blessing, told 

By thine own lips, and that henceforth Grod's word, 

Whispered by his own Spirit, is assured ; 
That with redoubled power I may unfold — 
As hath his prophets through the years of old — 

Unto his people all his will, allured 

To loyalty, to righteousness, and truth. 
And so will earnest seekers ever find 
Enlarged spheres of heart and soul and mind ; 
The Spirit gives communings of his grace 
In plenteous portion unto all whose face 

Is turned in heavenward longings for his truth. 
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"She answered, It is well."— 2 Kings iv. 26. 

When death's chill hand is laid on fondled joys, 
Which hope had cherished as the strength of days 
To come, and looked upon in sweetest praise ; 
That stay a moment — things the heart employs 
In pleasure's dalliance or amusement's toys — 
And then are broken, shedding only rays 
Of mourning sadness — 'tis then grace gently sways 
The soul to seek for comfort where nought cloys 
Th' expected solace which heaven's goodness sends 

To those the Hand divine hath stricken sore, 
And makes them own the sweetly solemn ends 
Of chastisement they had not seen before : 

Thus — wrought those ends — the past's great sorrow 
blends 

With th' eternal gladness pictured o'er and o'er. 
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"When he was come in unto him he said, Take up thy son." — 
2 Kings iv. 36. 

God's prophets, charged with messages of grace, 
Of life and love — salvation's noblest themes — 
Are yet to humbler duty called, that seems 

To give heaven's kindly charity a place 

In human hearts, so causing to embrace 

The holiest and the humblest — the extremes 
Of power divinely sent with that which teems 

With helplessness, like to Elisha's place 

With death within the lonely chamber's bounds. 
When heaven returned the spirit which had fled. 
And to the widow's speechless love gave back 

The darling who had ope'd grief's bleeding wounds; 
So should the mind by holy rapture led 
Find also good in some less noble track. 
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LIII. 
Naaman. 

"He was a mighty man of valor, but a leper." — 2 Kings v. i. 

He was a hero ! he had served his king 
And country well — a leader in their fight, 
Through whom they'd triumphed in their claims of 
right; 

And they in laudful gratitude did bring 

To him their princely gifts, his prowess sing 

In praiseful song, recounting deeds of might 

His arm had done in their astonished sight. 
And freedom for their land recovering. 
Yet was the glory of his life o'ercast, 

For fell disease had wrecked his manly form, 
And overshadowed all the fame he'd won ! 
Of cure, his wealth and chivalry wrought none, 

Till simple faith in Jordan's waves transform 
The leprous wounds, restoring all the past ! 
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"Naaman was wroth."— 2 Kings v. ii. 

We're born to prejudice, and none are found 

More strong than those which — ev'n when reason's 
light 

Shines forth with beacon-brightness to the sight — 
Have come to us from early days, and wound 
Their subtle fantasies of falsehood round 

Our first conceptions of things wrong or right ; 

To break the crust of early dreams needs might 
Titanic ere faith's arm can reach to sound 
The changing problems meeting us each day. 

Or the new wonders laid before our gaze; 
Each one demands the search-light's piercing ray, 

That superstition's credulous amaze 
May not in fretful temper bear away 

Our sense of truth when doubtful arts seek praise. 
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LV. 

"Fear not, for they that be with us are more than they that be 
with them."— 2 Kings vi. i6. 

How great the stay to know that we have friends, 

Who will in all calamities abide, 

Strong, true, and constant at our trembling side ; 
That when dark hovering clouds great loss portends, 
Or when some avalanchine grief descends 

To overwhelm, and all our hopes deride, 

That there are mighty arms, whatever betide. 
That bring us succor, and can make amends 
For every loss ; nay, more, can save from harm. 

And in our room stand valiant in the fight. 
And cast the shield of an almighty arm 

Around us in each weak and helpless plight ! 
Tis thus heaven's forces were revealed, to charm 

Into full strength by clear faith-opened sight. 
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"And the man of God was wroth, and said, Thou shouldest have 
smitten five or six times." — 2 Kings xiii. 19. 

All fulness dwelleth with creation's Lord, 
And he is wakeful to his children's need ; 
He knoweth all their wants, and will accede 

To every prayer, and each beseeching word 

Will find a listful tending, and afford 

A reason why they should more earnest plead 
For great resources, that they may succeed 

To make life's duties better to accord 

With princely sonship and with royal life. 
The reconciled sinner has been given 
A regal standing in redemption's right. 

And so is privileged amid the strife 

Of tempted days to call on help from heaven. 
In measure large and kingly for the fight. 
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"And the children of Israel did secretly those things which were 
not right against the Lord their God." — 2 Kings xvii. 9. 

To thrust away a truth, believing not; 

To shut our eyes to reason's candid tale ; 

To keep the heart in merry mood, and sail 
Adown life's stream with giddy crowds, with nought 
Of right regarded or of duty sought : 

Such hinder not, nor do the issues fail, 

For "truth is ever right and must prevail," 
Whatever dreams our careless fancy wrought. 

The fire will burn, the waves of ocean drown. 

Nor heed when thwarting protests would contend; 

The avalanche with dreadful wrath rolls down, 

Though thousand voices to command its stay ascend ; 

So when heaven's edicts, all divine, are spoken 

'Tis ours t' accept as truth's most precious token. 
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"And it came to pass that night that the angel of the Lord went 
out and smote the camp of the Assyrians." — 2 Kings xix. 35. 

The sun set smiling on the tented plain, 

With myriad hosts in war's deceitful sheen ; 

Then threw the night its pall across the scene ; 
But when the morn rose on the east again, 
That mighty host still lay in slumber's chain. 

And silence reigned where revelry had been; 

Where boast was loud, and wit was sharp and keen. 
Tongues silent lie, and arms inert remain. 

Full of exultant hope they'd laid them down, 
That with the morn the victory would be theirs ; 

But sterner powers, unthought of and unknown. 
Bore down with stealthy step and unawares; 

For heaven's dread angel to the rescue came, 

And swept from earthly scenes th' invader's name. 
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LIX. 

Finding the Book of the Law. 

"When the king heard the words of the book of the law, he rent 
his clothes."— 2 Kings xxii. ii. 

To know not we're amenable to law — 
A law we wot not of, nor yet can tell 
Aught of its precepts, nor how far they're well 
Or ill ; to feel no sense of solemn awe 
Inspiring rev'rence for their maker, or to draw 
Obedience, and then — as does light dispel 
Night's darkness, and show the hidden pits that 
dwell 

Unthought of in the way, and every flaw, 
Revealing perils that entail defeat — 

How startling 'tis, though past the danger point. 
To see the risks we've run ! and when once more 
We feel that safety is assured, how sweet 
To let the heart in gushing joy anoint 
Itself in gratitude, and faith restore! 
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"Arise and be doing, and the Lord be with thee." — i Chron. 

xxii. i6. 

When to thy heart persuasive promptings come, 

And urge to deeds of charity and love, 

Permit no stifling hindrance to remove 
Thine opportunity; for 'tis the sum 
Of earnest doing that will overcome 

Those foolish fallings into laggard groove 

That stay the good resolve, and serve to prove 
How easily one's better thoughts succumb 

To slow procrastination's soothing guile. 

'Tis only when temptation's lurking wile 

Seeks to repress the kindly outstretched hand, 

That "second thought" leans to the nobler side; 
For deeds of love that wait the heart's command, 

The moment's impulse is the better guide. 



62 SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES. 



LXL 

"Be ye not stiffnecked."— 2 Chron. xxx. 8. 

To feel we're right, and hold opinion fast, 

With all the conscious strength which truth imparts ; 
To have assurance in our heart of hearts. 

That duty calls, and suffers not to cast 

Aside its strong assertion, but that vast 
Issues, to us or others, urge to art's 
Most subtle searching to define the parts 

We've claimed correct throughout our long life's past. 

This is not stubbornness of unbelief. 

Nor yet a stiffnecked narrowness of soul, 
That would reject all evidence, and lay 
Truth's call with thoughtless haste aside, as if 
It were our highest aim in peace to thole — 
And not to fight — the falsehoods of the day ! 
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LXII. 

"Then Manasseh knew that the Lord he was God."— 2 Chron. 
xxxiii. 13. 

We may in prayer express each daily want, 
Which we of our fond Father's love require, 
And which may crowd upon our heart's desire ; 

But all the needs of one lone soul are scant 

Compared with those that weigh predominant 
In kingly minds, who righteously aspire 
To guide through troublous times a nation's fire, 

When clamorous tongues, by passion stirred, foment 

The pulsing wrath excited people show 

When enemies with threats surround their gate. 
And they are menaced with the deadly sword ; 

Then should the spirit with faith's ardor glow. 
And prayer with pleading voice articulate 
That succor cometh only from the Lord. 
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LXIII. 
The Temp^-e Repaired. 

"And the men did the work faithfully."— 2 Chron. xxxiv. 12. 

Faithful ! Why should it not be always so ? 
Where lies the credit if men do no more 
Than's given them to perform? Though o'er and 
o'er, 

From day to day, some duties seem to glow 
With relished vim, and it is joy to go 

Through every labor they demand, the store 

Of credit is not theirs of right before 
The proof is clear that no self-laudings flow 
From out the tasks. The work which honor brings 

Is that which sees the truest profit come 

In labors wrought for others' good, and most 
In that which, given to the King of kings. 

One taint the least unfaithful must benumb 
The whole, and so be valueless and lost. 
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LXIV. 

"The Lord hath set apart him that is godly for himself." — 
Psalm iv. 3. 

Peace blesses still where righteousness doth reign ; 
And with that peace the heart hath quiet rest, 
And freedom from sharp cares, that oft the breast 

Disturbs with bitter anguish and with pain ; 

The soul unclogged with hindrances or stain 
Of fettering vileness will reach life's high crest 
Of honor — with heaven's open hand be blest. 

And earth's best good be virtue's ample gain. 

The righteous mind has in his easier reach 
Not only pleasure from life's purest joys, 

But, strong o'er evil's temptings, grace will teach 
The tutored soul how, 'mid its base alloys, 

'Twill win the highest goals ambition shows. 

And deem them gifts his Father's love bestows. 
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LXV. 
"The Law." 

"The law of the Lord is perfect. . . . The statutes of the Lord 
are right, rejoicing the heart" — Psalm xix. 6, 8. 

The law — God's law — is perfect, but we fain 

Would set imagination in the seat 

Of judgment, and so oft in act defeat, 
Through fancy's dreams, or wry conceits as vain, 
Those precepts meant to minister, not pain. 

But mercy, and with which love strains to greet 

With favoring help the sin-enslaved, and meet 
The soul repentant freed from Satan's reign. 

God's law is perfect, and its precepts plain 

When grace interprets, and the once bowed down, 
Rejoicing in new light divine, can see 
The meaning fairer which they would ordain, 

And so put all — heaven's smile and earthly frown — 
To test by th' statutes of eternity. 
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LXVL 

"The angel of the Lord encampeth round about them that fear 
him." — Psalm xxxiv. 7. 

Within the turmoil of life's struggling scenes, 
Strong, active factors are at work unseen, 
With many a wry incentive thrust between 

Pleasure's lures and duty's calls : yet the means 

For quick correction when the heart careens 
Towards evil are at hand, to stay or wean 
From dangerous paths, and gently intervene 

Should pitfalls trip th' unwary foot, that deems 

Unwisely that 'tis safe ! Observant eyes 

With heaven's warm interest watch the doubtful 
ways 

Oft trod, and fly to ward calamities. 

Or stretch defence when evil counsel sways: 
'Tis precious truth, that, wrapt in angel guise, 
God sends protectors, watchful, true, and wise. 
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LXVII. • 

"I speak of the things touching the king." — Psalm xlv. i. 

In our crude thoughts how often do we lay 
Upon the kingly office many a charge 
Of selfish grasp — of dreams that may enlarge 

To wild ambition's schemes ! as if to play 

The tyrant were king's natures, and to say 
Whatever their hearts may dictate, or to forge 
Fetters for land and people, spite the surge 

Of public clamor, hostile in array. 

But 'tis not always so, nor has the trend 

Of kingly souls been ever unto self: 
King David's son sought wisdom to defend 

His people and God's truth ; and nought of self 
Has stained the heaven-blest reign of Britain's queen ; 
And right must triumph where Christ's sceptre's seen. 
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LXVIII. 
The Temple. 

"We shall be satisfied with the goodness of thy house, even of thy 
holy temple." — Psalm Ixv. 4. 

How great the glory of the temple fane, 
When the last touches of the workman's skill 
Had all been given ! — the hand, the heart, the will. 

Had done their best, in care, and toil, and pain, 

To leave their labor without spot or stain. 
In full perfection; and at last the seal 
Of heaven's approval does itself reveal, 

When God's own glory did in it remain. 

The perfect house was needed to assert 

The honor man would give the God he feared ; 

And that pure presence, shiningly alert, 
Was needed to complete, and so appeared. 

'Tis ever thus, and men's best efforts will 

Find God's own presence adds completeness still. 
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LXIX. 

"The entrance of thy words giveth light."— Psalm cxix. 13a 

All truth has power if we but give it way, 
And yield a welcome to its entering in ; 
And truth's fair face shows many a smile to win 
Men's favor, and to various fields would sway 
Th' attracted mind, putting in broad array 

The facts of earth, with all their trend towards sin, 
The facts of heaven, and of the life within 
The soul : from varied source would truth convey 
Its precepts, fitted for life's chequered course, 

Or for eternity's still grander sphere; 
And for its end has truth been given the force 
Of God's unerring wisdom, stern and clear. 
All gathered in his record, perfect, right, 
And so the entrance of "the word" gives light. 
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LXX. 

**My son, if sinners entice thee, consent thou not." — Prov. i. la 

The mind, so pliable towards right and wrong, 
Ere grace hath surely anchored it to good. 
And 'stablished, so that evil is withstood. 

Will sway as fettering passion clingeth strong, 

Or love in gentleness prevaileth long, 

Towards right's uplift or wrong's degrade, as food 
For thought is given, or circumstance, to brood 

O'er the dark sorrows that to sin belong. 

The world presents its myriad luring sights, 
Each one with trending unto good or ill ; 
And in life-building we are given the choice 
Between the influence that sears and blights. 
And that which subjugates to grace the will, 
And gives the soul to blissfully rejoice. 
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LXXI. 

"Keep my commandments ; for length of days, and long life, and 
peace shall they add to thee." — Prov. iii. i, 2. 

Sweet thoughts will sometimes come that misconstrue 
The truth ; so hath the mind in sorrow sung 
That 'tis the good and fair who leave us young ; 

That they whom we and God and angels knew 

As lovely, heaven has also loved, and woo 

To leave earth's courts, and seek their joy among 
The winged hosts who praise with seraph tongue, 

Hence, must our lowly homes have saints but few ! 

But 'tis to righteousness God's law hath given 
The length of days, and happiness, and peace ; 

'Tis prompt obedience hath the smile of heaven, 
And loving trust that maketh sorrow cease ; 

And life's achievement is most surely gained 

When men's desires are lost and God's attained. 
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LXXII. 

"In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he shall direct thy paths." 
Prov. iii. 6. 

Man looks abroad o'er Nature's beauteous field, 
Marks the vast treasures wrapped within her fold, 
And, deeming them his own, to loose or hold. 

As in his fancy suiting best to yield 

Him his desires, in lightsome pleasure sealed. 
Or in the greater sordidness of gold. 
He seeketh not what higher truths enfold 

Earth's wealth, or when its beauty is revealed. 

The worldly soul grasps but the transient sights, 
And sees no farther vision than his own. 
Narrowed by prejudice of self-conceit ; 
He misses all the glory of the lights 

Wherein the goodness of God's care is shown. 
And life, divinely ordered, is complete. 
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LXXIII. 

"The path of the just is as the shining light, that shineth more 
and more unto the perfect day." — Prov. iv. i8. 

When nature smiles in her sublimest way ; 

When sunshine gilds with splendor hill and dale, 
And fruit and flower perfume the summer gale, 

Then do we hail it as the perfect day ! 

So, when in friendship we're constrained to say 
This man or that is true, he cannot fail 
To meet each duteous call, or wrong assail. 

And all the marks of righteousness display. 

We hinder not our admiration's praise, 

Nor stint the blissful memory of his name; 

His life in act portrays the beauteous ways 
Of holiness — the noblest trait of fame! 

So for a pattern unto good to sway. 

He is a light that shines like perfect day. 
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LXXIV. 

"Keep thy heart with all diligence, for out of it are the issues of 
life."— Prov. iv. 23. 

This ever restless, ever throbbing heart, 

The prompter of the mind's quick pulsing thought, 
Whose power, untrammeled in its flight by aught. 

Most potent is in subtilty of art 

To further ends of good or evil part ; 

Hence must those fields with diligence be sought 
Where, travelled in, it can alone be brought 

In contact with high things of pure report. 

Oh ! th' issue is too great that we should run 
The risk of failure, and life's end be lost; 

And yet our fate eternal is begun 

Soon as the truth with careless heed is crossed. 

And thought is poisoned at its fount, and made 

The vehicle of doom through evil's raid. 
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LXXV. 

"Grievous words stir up anger." — Prov. xv. i. 

The stream meandering down the plain, 
In quiet murmurs sings its peaceful tune, 
Through hours of darkened night or burning noon 

Along its course does joy and gladness reign, 

Expressed in verdancy, and flowers, and grain ; 
But, drop a boulder in its bed, and soon 
Its lullaby will be an angry croon. 

As if in fretfulness it would complain. 

So is it in the life whose duteous way 

Goes on in quiet and undisturbed repose — 
All grace and sweetness until some rude act 
Stirs nature's heart, and lets the temper sway ; 
Then may wild passion reign, or grace disclose 
Its triumphs, and show the hero all intact. 
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LXXVI. 

"There is a way that seemeth right unto a man: but the end 
thereof are the ways of death." — Prov. xvi. 25. 

"Things are not what they seem Can this be so ? 
Can that we deem our pleasure harbor pain, 
So wrapped in pleasing semblance that 'tis vain ? 
Can music to our ears melodious flow, 
Yet o'er the senses strains of discord throw ? 
Can art, prime worshipper in beauty's train, 
Portray in glowing colors the profane ? 
Or poet fancies in rapt numbers flow, 
Yet only falsehood's acrid thought bestow ? 
Yea ! all may please the wayward ways of men. 
Who live but for the pleasures of the hour, 
And who no weightier theme reflective know ; 
Yet does the fateful time come surely when 
Will be revealed, too late, hfe's wasted power. 
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LXXVIL 
The Dissembler. 

"He that dissembleth with his lips, .... when he speaketh 
believe him not." — Prov. xxvi. 24, 25. 

Men should be true — aye, and be known as true, 
E'en in the judgment of their neighbor's ken ! 
Frail nature strives to gloss its faults, and then, 

Accustomed to some narrow, partial view. 

May soon permit the tainted thought to sue 
For recognition, and in false garb attain 
Too strong a vantaged eminence, and train 

The heart to scorn what from pure fount it drew. 

So, truth conveyed by tongues themselves untrue 
Falls powerless on the ear, and to the heart 

Brings no conviction ; suspicion's thrusts pursue 
When men with lips of doubtful fame impart 

E'en truth's fair tale ; once watered with the dew 
Of doubt, it findeth scarce a cleansing art. 
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LXXVIIL 

"Woe unto them that call evil good, and good evil; that put 
darkness for light, and light for darkness ; that put bitter for 
sweet, and sweet for bitter." — Isaiah v. 20. 

Oh! who can think of all the evil ways 

In which men's hearts delight — the strange, sad 
choice 

Of deeming vice a medium to rejoice — 
And wonder not ? — 'tis like the fool who says 
That when the sun with golden beam arrays 

The morn, he would prefer the dark — the toys 

And tinsel of mock pleasure, or noise 
Of revelry — to those sweet, pleasant days 
Passed in the paths of righteousness and peace 

And tranquil joy. — The warped judgment fails 
To grasp the purport of life's missioned aim, 
And so would dance along without surcease 

Within th' entrancing path, till age assails — 
Or death — or grace heaven's truths proclaim. 
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LXXIX. 

"His rest shall be glorious." — Isaiah xi. lo. 

Blossoms that open their cups to the dew — 
The nest of the birds in the shady bower — 
The honey the bee stores in gladsome hour — 

Are prophecies all — have a rest time in view, 

When the fullness of life, hopeful and true. 

Will have come; blossom developed to flower, 
Wee nestlings in flight up skyward will tower, 

And the bee need not its nectar pursue. 

The labors that come with each passing day 
Have a promise of rest at evening given, 

And burdens, so heavy on life's highway, 

Are lightsomely borne with the smile of heaven. 

So from the cross and the crown of thorns 

Shall Christ rest glorious where glory adorns. 



SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES. gl 



LXXX. 

"The word of our Lord shall stand for ever and ever."— Isaiah 

xl. 8. 

The lips but utter what the heart's conceived ; 
Hence all the promises of man to man 
Are placed in honor's keeping ; every plan 
Agreed to is a pledge which has received 
Confiding sanction, and therefore is believed 
And trusted to ; and since time's race began 
God's promise has not differed, yea, more than 
Man's, is true, because its righteousness achieved 
Perfect performance, and must ever stand, 
Waiting fulfilment to its utmost part. 

So long as time fleets towards its utmost hour ; 
But this sure word, like to a king's command, 
It is faith's province to accept, with heart 

And mind, and soul, trusting its infinite power. 
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LXXIX. 

"His rest shall be glorious." — Isaiah xi. lo. 

Blossoms that open their cups to the dew — 
The nest of the birds in the shady bower — 
The honey the bee stores in gladsome hour — 

Are prophecies all — have a rest time in view, 

When the fullness of life, hopeful and true. 

Will have come; blossom developed to flower, 
Wee nestlings in flight up skyward will tower, 

And the bee need not its nectar pursue. 

The labors that come with each passing day 
Have a promise of rest at evening given. 

And burdens, so heavy on life's highway, 

Are lightsomely borne with the smile of heaven. 

So from the cross and the crown of thorns 

Shall Christ rest glorious where glory adorns. 
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LXXX. 

**The word of our Lord shall stand for ever and ever." ^Isaiah 

xl. 8. 

The lips but utter what the heart's conceived ; 
Hence all the promises of man to man 
Are placed in honor's keeping; every plan 
Agreed to is a pledge which has received 
Confiding sanction, and therefore is believed 
And trusted to ; and since time's race began 
God's promise has not differed, yea, more than 
Man's, is true, because its righteousness achieved 
Perfect performance, and must ever stand, 
Waiting fulfilment to its utmost part, 

So long as time fleets towards its utmost hour ; 
But this sure word, like to a king s command, 
It is faith's province to accept, with heart 

And mind, and soul, trusting its infinite power. 



82 SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES, 



LXXXI. 

"Ye shall seek me, and find me when ye shall search for me with 
your whole heart" — ^Jer. xxix. 13. 

There is a purpose into living wrought 

That not alone is served in earth's fair scenes ! 
Inwrought with duteous calls there intervenes 

Still higher aim and nobler, to be sought 

With eager effort, and to possession brought; 
'Tis felt in prompting of the soul that means 
A union with things all divine, that weans 

The heart from off its grosser joys, and, taught 
Of heaven, to recognize how better far 
The things of holy drift and purpose are, 
Leads the whole nature to apply its powers 
T' incite within the radius of those hours 
To toil devoted the affinities of heaven. 
And find how sweet the restful comfort given. 
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LXXXII. 

"Woe to them that are at ease in Zion." — Amos vi. i. 

Who loves not ease? — this surging, restless life, 
With burdens upon every hour thick laid, 
And with overshadowed evils heavier made. 
Pleads for some cessage from the strain of strife, 
And ease from constant battle's wounding knife; 
And then how sweet is rest, when all allayed 
Are each day's conflicts, and the evening's shade 
Has brought the quiet of home, sweet home, as if 
Heaven gave its own pure bliss in fireside ease ! 
But ease that leadeth unto heedless thought 
Of higher duties toward heart and soul. 
Can only bring the weakness of disease. 

With all the harm and woe by evil wrought. 
And work calamity beyond control. 
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LXXXIII. 

The Forerunner Announced to Zacharias. 

"Fear not, Zacharias, for thy prayer is heard And 

Zacharias said. Whereby shall I know? .... And the 
angel answering said. Behold thou shalt be dumb, because 
thou believest not." — Luke i. 13, 18, 19. 

A blessing came, by lips angelic brought, 

To fervent prayer heaven's answering amen ; 

But faith, that asked so freely, staggered when 
Fulfilment pressed acceptance, and besought 
A sign to prove the wonder to be wrought. 

The sign is given, 'mid fear and trembling, then 

Is seen the doubter suffering : so even men 
Of saintly mould come short of saintly thought 
When heaven lists their beseechings. Oft we seek 

The heart's desires, and when the gifts divine 
Are proffered we straight forget to speak 

Our thankfulness, and heart and tongue combine 
To render dumb our praise, and thus our weak. 

Dull souls lose many a grace we might enshrine. 
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LXXXIV. 
The Song of Zacharias. 

"And Zacharias was filled with the Holy Ghost, and prophesied." 
— Luke i. 67. 

The unsealed lips burst forth in songs of praise ; 

The unpent heart is turned to anthems sweet; 

And words of holy prophecy most meet 
Blend Zion's hopes with the evolving days 
Of his own child ; faith's eye fails not to raise 

The sight of King Messiah's work complete, 

And John the Lamb of sacrifice to greet 
Before the waiting world's expectant gaze. 

So should the ingrate heart, a long time dumb. 
When Christ is seen, and sin is known forgiven, 

Raise glad hosannas for the wondrous sum 
Of gifted mercies, and of soul-foes driven 

Asi(de, and the eternal life to come 

Viewed as a vista down the road to heaven. 
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LXXXV. 

"They were both blameless before God."— Luke i. 6. 

What nobler goal could high ambition find 
Than stand in sight of him who knoweth all, 
E'en to the counting of our hairs and fall 
Of every sparrow, blameless? Oh! what mind 
Could e'er conceive a life so far assigned 
To holiness — delivered from sin's thrall — 
That heaven's complete approval could install 
In sacred record this : "in heart and mind 
Th' infinite Searcher findeth naught of flaw !" 
Oh ! where is found such fount as can so cleanse 
The innate foulness of a human heart ? 
'Tis in that suffering scene which Calvary saw — 
That broken body and that blood — from whence 
Alone can come life's purifying part. 
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LXXXVI. 
The Virgin Mary. 

"Hail, thou that art highly favored; . ... blessed art thou 
among women." — Luke i. 28. 

"All hail — 'twas heaven's ambassador who spoke, 
To Mary, naming her of women blest 
The most, and honored above all the rest ; 

And why? God called her to his service — woke 

In her those spirit-longings that invoke 

The gracious ties whence heaven and earth are 
pressed 

Into communion always ; the very crest 
Of Jewish hope she gained at one grand stroke. 

'Twas Mary's honor to be linked with him 

Who came to save — the world's redeeming Christ; 

And still it is, while yet his light burns dim. 
And sin dares in unvanquished fight arrest 

His onward course, the Christian's diadem — 
His pride — to be into his service pressed. 
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LXXXVII. 

"That holy thing which shall be born of thee shall be called the 
Son of God."— Luke i. 35. 

Sweet Babe of Bethlehem, what wondrous thought 
Enwraps thy form, so tiny and so frail ! 
The mother hands that fondled thee might quail 
Had she conceived of thee as him who wrought 
Creation's mysteries; and they who, taught 
Of heaven and surely led by star-lit trail. 
Came to render thee king's homage, might fail 
To catch the import of thy birth-time, fraught 
With messages of love, and grace, and power ; 
Yet was it so, that in thy baby life 

Were shrouded all the attributes divine — 
Th' Infinite made manifest in that hour 
When virgin purity brought into strife 

'Gainst sin, heaven's greatest gift, its King benign. 
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LXXXVIIL 
The Babe of Bethlehem. 

"God so loved the world that he sent his own well beloved Son 
into the world." 

Oh ! what a mystery lies in babyhood ! 

Of wondrous things the greatest wonder it ; 

For who may fathom the secrets that sit 
Waiting their birth-time to possible good, 
Or mayhap to evil — the multitude 

Of terrible issues that oft are knit 

In men's tangled lives as they daily flit, 
With each morrow a guess ne'er understood ? 

But the mystery cradled in Bethlehem, 

Though we never can reach its depth or height. 

Hath revealed an issue none dare contemn, 
For manifest made in the clearest light 

Is the love which God would to men convey, 

In the Infinite shown in fleshly array. 
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LXXXIX. 
"Good tidings of great joy." — Luke ii. lo. 

Great joy indeed ! — gift to every race 

Within the wide world's span ; to every heart 
That willingly accepts his place and part 

It brings rejoicing, unlimited of space 

Or bounds of time ; each needed helpful grace 
It gives to overlay keen sorrow's dart, 
And plants, in souls where sin had reigned, the art 

Of finding gladness in those thoughts that trace 
The wonders of God's love-devised plan. 
His call for faith, and through faith's eye to scan 

Christ's glorious triumph, is the source of joy. 
Such joy ! the Well-Beloved sent forth to save. 
And who to all the law's demandings gave 

Himself ! — what fitter theme could praise employ ? 



SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES. 



XC. 

Joy Over the Child Jesus. 

"Mary kept all these things and pondered them in her heart." — 
Luke ii. 19. 

Heaven spake its joy in the anthem's swell, 

And earth, down all its years, responds, Amen ; 

God's glory shineth, and good-will to men 
Is loud proclaimed from angel lips, who tell 
The advent of God's greatest gift, the knell 

Of sin, and triumph of the right again. 

But Mary, quietly she observes, and then 
Ponders deeply, for ah ! she traceth well 
The meaning of the mystery. Our songs 

May sotmd aloud our sense of gratitude — 
The gladness which to shriven hearts belongs ; 

But there are hours when the calm, pensive mood 
Yields joy as sweet, builds up assurance strong. 

And lets faith step to higher altitude. 
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XCI. 
Simeon. 

"It was revealed unto him by the Holy Ghost, that he should not 
see death before he had seen the Lord's Christ." — Luke ii. 26. 

Simeon, with reverent mien and hoary head, 

Through life's long course kept pure, devout and 
just. 

Is given — reward most meet for faith and trust — 
To see the Lord's Christ ere his days are sped; 
And when he sees into the temple led 

The Holy Child, and in his arms he pressed 

The Babe of hope, he pleads that, seen the best 
That heaven 6r earth could give, the thread 

Of life should snap, and blessed peace be his. 
Salvation found, hope speeds beyond the lean 

And narrow bounds that curb the spirit's bliss, 
And strains for scenes where holier joys convene ; 

For new-bom souls all meaner things dismiss. 
And find the best of life when Christ is seen. 
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XCIL 

The Childhood of Jesus. 

'They found him in the temple, sitting in the midst of the doc- 
tors." — ^LuKE ii. 46. 

The youthful Jesus, full of ardent zeal, 

Forsook the motley crowd, his father's care 
And mother's fostering love, and ceased to share 

The joyous sport — the innocent appeal 

Of boyish nature — sought, instead, to seal 

The truth within the temple's precincts, where 
The rabbis sage the law divine declare. 

And early sought the heavenly kingdom's weal. 

Thus did the Christ — the child — example give 
Of the grand precept of his after days : 

Seek ye the kingdom first, so will ye live 

With all things needful for life's pleasant ways; 

And so 'twill ever be, that they'll receive 

The fullest — ^best — who early yield him praise. 



\CII1. 



"I must be about my Father's bi 

Was not creation beautiful and 
Steadfast and complete? Wh 
Can God accomplish that can 
Our wonder more, or more his p 
Yea ! but the pristine beauty sh( 
O'er all received a blot so deep 
That his strong arm must once 
In mighty work, and to the worh 
His Father love, labVing, throug 
To lay foundations for Redem 
And from the ruins of a sin- 
Rebuild a temple worthy to embr 
All holiness : So Jesus — God i 
The business of his Father's 
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XCIV. 

"All flesh shall see the salvation of God." — Luke iii. 6. 

O gracious promise of a coming time, 
So glorious that to life is given a bliss 
To watch its sure approach, intent to miss 
No herald tidings of its march, nor chime — 
(Sweet to each faithful heart, and all sublime) — 
That ringeth in the kindly-proffered kiss 
Of peace Infinite Love would give to this 
. Fair world, to lure men's souls to upward climb 
Toward purer life and holier thought. 'Tis his 
This promise who has all within his ken, 
And each event 's the language of his will ! 
As roll the years, as spreads the truth, it is 
Evolving into brighter view, and men 

Must witness soon the triumph, wond'ring still. 
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xcv. 

The Forerunner. 

"John was clothed with earners hair, and with a girdle of skin 
about his loins." — Mask ii. 6. 

Rude was his garb — 'twas only earners hair; 

No jewelled girdle girt its ample fold; 

His hand no princely signet bore ; nor gold 
Nor purple, nor fawning courtly air 
Of palaces were his ; the humblest fare 

Of cottager filled all his need; the cold, 

Bleak wilderness was home — until, enrolled 
In martyr fame, he died in felon's lair. 

And yet he held commission of a King, 
In power almighty and of grace benign ; 

His voice, "Repent,'* made Judah's echoes ring 

With heaven's own message; and heaven's Lord 
divine 

Gave highest praise ; yet for himself he'd bring 
No laurel — did the lowliest place assign. 
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XCVL 

"Bring forth fruits meet for repentance."— Matt. iii. 8. 

The tree with branches spreading far and wide, 

Without intrusive notice or surprise, 

Presents its beauty to admiring eyes ; 
Its shade is grateful in the bright noontide, 
And at day's close, when, toil's cares cast aside. 

One yields the mind to heaven-borne thoughts that 
rise 

As darkness shadows earth and opes the skies. 
How sweet the charms that o'er the spirit glide ! 

Yet do these joys, so sweetly tranquil, fail 
To meet requirements in the tree's first end ; 

Nor do endearments manifold avail, 
Unless rich fruit it will in season send ; 

So life, howe'er so beautiful in faith. 

Must show forth work in virtue's fruitful path. 
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XCVII. 
The Temptation. 
"He was in all points tempted like as we are." — Hebrews iv. 

For forty days within temptation's toils! — 
With cunning art, malignant and adept, 
The tempter, choosing hour auspicious, crept 

Fawningly toward the sinless mark. The spoils 

Of battle are at stake ! And he encoils 

Th' envenomed tliought, with strategy enwrapt, 
Around th' enhungered Captain, and long kept 

In sight the glittering target that so oft embroils 
Ambition's votaries — a throne. And, oh ! 

What issues hung upon that fateful hour! 
Not thrones of earth, but the vast overthrow 

Of that of heaven ! But the infinite power 
Of perfect holiness could undergo 
No fall, but triumphed ! Oh ! the debt we owe ! 
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XCVIII. 

'There went out a fame of him/* — ^Luke iv. 14. 

Ambition's sons are oft mistaken men, 

And lay foundation for a world-wide name 
On deeds of rapine or of blood-bought fame ; 
But 'tis in paths of peace the noblest gain 
The brightest chaplets ; 'tis heart more than brain 
To which the world awards its best acclaim ; 
'Tis deeds of love and service that inflame 
The lasting praises history lets remain 
Upon her page; the heroes in life's fight — 

Those who are dearest and are loved the most — 
Are those who 've suffered in the cause of right, 

And done it simply, without claim or boast ! 
So do thy deeds of grace, Lord Jesus, shine, 
And o'er the world there is no fame like thine. 
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XCIX. 
Jesus at Nazareth. 

"He came to Nazareth, where he had been brought up." — ^Luke 

iv. i6. 

He came to Nazareth, his boyhood's home, 
And there, within the synagogue, where oft 
In other days he sang, in accents soft 
And sweet, of a Redeemer yet to come, 
He told his advent — displayed the gathered sum 
Of prophecy fulfilled, and held aloft 
Before their eyes the sacred record, doff'd 
Of doubt and mystery; but soon the hum 
Of discontent is heard and passion's storm ! 

The one-time neighbors — mayhap bosom friends. 
Or cheerful playmates of his early days — 
Brook not the pointed teaching that conveys 
The thought he is divine, and then ascends 
The wrathful shout that friends to foes transform. 
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c. 

The Great Physician. 

"And Jesus went about, healing all manner of sickness, and all 
manner of disease." — Matt. iv. 23. 

The sun is setting on Judean hills, 

When haggard troops of wounded, sick and sore, 

Come for his healing touch ; he passes o'er 
Not one, but each, triumphing o'er his ills. 
He sendeth home with joy; their hearts he fills 

With gratitude, and they in turn implore 

His presence may be ever on their shore, 
A permanence of blessing that distills 
Heaven's g^ace in form unknown before. 

This Great Physician is as gracious still ; 
No malady, e'en to the heart's foul core. 

But yieldeth to his love-constrained will ; 
And having healed, he seeks that more and more 

May come, and test his wondrous skill. 
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CI. 

"Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after righteous- 
ness." — Matt. v. 6. 

The search for happiness, in men's esteem, 

Lies in the fruit which toil and labor bring; 

And through the gathering of long years they cling 
To schemes that further forth fair fancy's dream; 
And hence, from dawn of early morning's beam 

Till darkness closes in the day, they fling 

An earnest diligence to everything 
That savors fortune, and make it supreme. 
But truer wisdom judgeth from the stand 

That marks the behests of the law divine. 
Which counts the eidence of the skillful hand 

Of lesser import than the truths that shine 
From holy writ ; and these do ever hold 
That righteousness is better far than gold. 
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CII. 

*Lct your light so shine before men, that they may see your good 
works, and glorify your Father which is in heaven." — Matt. 
V. i6. 

The sun for day, the moon and stars for night, 
Each in their appointed course roll on. 
And each with tasks divinely fixed upon ; 
So for the beaming of God's truth, to light 
The hell-fraught darkness shrouding heathen sight, 
'Tis given to Christians, and to them alone. 
To hold the torch, so that truth's rays are thrown 
On every hand, and make life's pathway bright 
With strong assurance that affords delight. 
Wherein the story of salvation, sown 
In plenteous wealth broadcast o'er each one's zone 
Of radiant influence, that will incite 
Unseeking souls to seek, and strive to fight 
Faith's battle, and life's glorious goal be won ! 
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cm. 

"Be not as the hypocrites are." — Matt. vi. 5. 

Could we but know how fully we are known — 
How full the record kept of word and deed, 
And e'en of thoughts unuttered, that proceed 

From out the busy brain, which, 'scaped and flown 

Beyond our ken, are yet, in other zone. 

Brought to arrest, by angel scribes ta'en heed, 
And treasured 'gainst that time when love will plead 

Ye would not mind ; now, mercy's season's gone ! 

Who would be careless or of double mind 
When known the fearfulness of all that lies 
Just o'er the bound'ry of earth's active scenes. 
And known that all is fixed that's passed behind. 
And no repentance, though with tears and sighs. 
Can then avail, for doom's gulf intervenes? 
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CIV. 

"Consider the lilies."— Matt. vi. 28. 

The earth and ocean, with their wondrous tale, 
And that of heaven, with starry-spangled field. 
Proclaim their great Creator's hand, and yield 

Full attestation that he does not fail 

To hold those mighty forces — which entail 
Infinite wisdom — in strong curb, and shield. 
When lesser things hath tenderly appealed. 

From storm-driv'n powers that might with harm assail. 

And so the lilies in their beauty rare 
Tell out their story of the watchful care 
Bestowed on them, as one with all things made — 
The great and small so poised that every shade 
Of need finds its apportionment of love, 
Restraining, guarding, till all in union move. 
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CV. 

The Draught of Fishes. 

'They forsook all, and followed him."— Luke v. ii. 

What work was his ! — and oh ! how well he knew 
What means t' employ— of things, or men, 
power — 

Just those best suited for the needful hour ; 
The fish, the boats, the hardy fisher crew 
Are all submissive — to his purpose true; 

His call enough, not asking what the store. 

If good or bad, the fateful future bore ; 
Nor does the heart regretfully review 
The choice when Jesus calls. To share his work. 

The foe to conquer and the world redeem. 
Is honor's post, and for ambition's mark 

Is nobler service than the world can dream ; 
The loss of all may in life's pleasures lurk. 

But gain in leaving all to follow him. 
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CVI. 

"The power of the Lord was present to heal." — Luke v. 

The couch whereon the sick and weary He 
From day to day, in suffering and in pain, 
When even hope's sweet ministry seems vain, 
And nought but waiting for the hour to die 
Is left — the watch for Hfe's last fleeting sigh ; — 
Sometimes a gleam of gladness lights again 
The pallid face, and hope returns ; love's fain 
Desire clasps to itself health's prophecy, 
That speaks from out the faint-rekindling eye. 

And tends with loving, cheerful care the gain 
Of strength that daily comes to ratify; 

Oh ! who can then, without faith's eye, explain 
The wondrous rescue from the grave, nor feel 
The Lord is present, who has power to heal ? 
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CVII. 

Christ Forgiving Sin. 

"The Son of man hath power upon earth to forgive sins." — 
Luke v. 24. 

" 'Tis God alone forgiveth sin !" — a truth 
Accepted always, although lips profane 
In mocking doubt did utter, and arraign 

Before the bar of unbelief, forsooth, 

Even Truth itself ; kindly ministering ruth 
Perceiveth, and to acts of faith constrain, 
While learned judgment deemed it foolish — vain — 

And to malicious ends perverted truth. 

The spoken truth must be conviction's child ; 

Thus did the teaching of the blessed Christ 
Convince the simple; when, compassion filled. 

He spoke forgiveness, there was then expressed 
A truth with power, which other tongues, beguiled. 

Could utter with no satisfying quest. 
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CVIII. 
The Call of Matthew. 
"Follow me, and he arose and followed him." — Matt. ix. 9. 

A stranger cometh, and makes strange demand — 
To change the current of life's chosen way, 
And blast tJie aspirations that should sway 

One's daily acts, and at the sole command 

Of one unknown throw down with ruthless hand 
The fruits of diUgence, in toil or play — 
Become a homeless wandVer day by day, 

And go on mission which another's planned ! 

And yet 'twas wisdom, as we see it now — 
A brave commitment made in perfect faith. 

To which some prescient instinct led the vow. 
And shows how true may be the path 

Inspired of spirit insight — the inward plea 

That prompts the soul, dear Lord, to follow thee. 
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CIX. 

"Then began he to upbraid .... because they repented not" 
— Matt. xi. 20. 

When love with ardent interest pleadeth long, 
And, e'en to sacrifice, would render good, 
But meets rejection, scornful, cold and rude. 

Will not affection turn to hate — the strong 

And bitter hate that broods on cherished wrong. 
And seeing every act misunderstood, 
At last burst forth in anger's biting mood. 

And lash the culprit with upbraiding tongue ? 

Yea, love in men — how much more the divine, 
As seen in Christ, so holy, kind and pure — 

Must, 'neath deep disappointment's bleeding wound, 

Speak out the sorrows wounded hearts enshrine. 
And tell how painfully they doth endure. 

When no responsive chord sends forth a sound. 
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ex. 

The Sabbath. 
"The Sabbath was made for man." — Mark ii. 27. 

Sweet restful hours! — compassion's sacred gift, 
Bestowed that mercy might find stay for toil, 
And ease for burdens and from cares that foil 
Each earnest effort of the heart to sift 
Its nobler instincts from its meaner drift. 
And, in its calls to duties holy, coil 
Around its path pure spirit life, and spoil 
The wiles of evil's princes to unshrift 
Enquiring souls, who, to repentance led. 
Find in the Sabbath's quiet a fitting time 
To bring confession to a throne of grace. 
And have returned a bliss divinely shed 
Into each passing day — a cheerful chime 
That aids to tread life's road with firmer pace 
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CXI. 

Christ^s Law of Love. 

"Love your enemies, do good to them which hate you." — Luke 

vi. 27. 

How grand is love ! — And is not love divine, 

Excelling all, including all, the mete 

For human hearts ? — ^but who may claim to meet 
The high demand — give love for hate's design. 
Repay with blessing anger's curse indign, 

And with the unstruck cheek the smiter greet ? 

Lo ! such heights has love ! and it is sweet 
To know ourselves recipients ; but t' assign 
To others, ah ! we shrink the task. But hold ! 

This love divine remolds the sin-steeled heart. 
And gives some measure of itself, t' enfold 

A spark of holiness, and the blessed art 
Of loving must come with it, uncontrolled 

Of aught that can the soul and Christ dispart. 
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CXII. 

"Blessed are ye that weep now, for ye shall laugh." — Luke vi. 21. 

Who has not wept ? — who knoweth not of tears ? — 

No mortal but hath learned the cry of grief ! 

The fount of sorrow serves for sweet relief 
Of king and beggar ! — and not the flowing years, 
Nor the wide world, can show exempt careers ! 

And yet they bring us blessings past belief ! 

Life's stormy steppings are not light nor brief. 
Yet bring they much of joy when quelled the fears. 

When the bowed heart has learned how great the deeps 
Of midnight blackness searing sorrow veils, 

The chalice, seemingly so drainless, keeps 
For hours of sorest trial soothing wails 

That cheer like wine, and the eye that weeps 

Welcomes the Hght, and lives once more in smiles. 
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CXIII. 

"A good man, out of the good treasure of his heart, bringeth 
forth that which is good; and an evil man, out of the evil 
treasure of his heart, bringeth forth that which is evil." — 
Luke vi. 45. 

Wisdom and foolishness, alike, come both. 

With good and evil freighted, through the same 
Vehicle of speech, yet industry and shame, 

Graceful or graceless, can have no equal growth 

Nor flower together ; one is like the froth 

That dances on the stream, but with no claim 
To give the waters sweet and healthful fame; 

The other, welling from deep founts of truth, 

Comes with rich blessings — like a friend long tried. 
Who sees with earnest interest every move, 

And watches when temptation would override 
Our better instincts, and in love reprove; 

Wisdom is heaven's gift to ennoble life; 

But foolish counsel hell's broad road of strife. 
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CXIV. 

"Weep not."— Luke vii. 13. 

They know not life who have not sorrow known ; 
Life's solemn things, its burdens and its tears, 
Are needed all to reach perfection ; years 

Pass with stealthy step, and leave the pathway strewn 

With prickly griefs, and even love's course shown 
Through saddened veils ; yet 'tis not this that sears 
Men's hearts, nor brings to naught affection's tears, 

Nor stops life's purpose, as if hope had flown! 

'Tis when, amid affliction's stormy waves, 
The heart refuses to look up in faith, 
Or grovels in the mire of fostered sin ; 

'Tis when is spurned the loving hand that saves — 
The sweet voice whispering, *'\Veep not,'* — for e'en 
death. 

Life's darkest sorrow, ushers glory in. 
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cxv. 

Christ Comforting. 

"The Lord saw her, and had compassion on her, and said unto 
her, Weep not."— Luke vii. 13. 

"Weep not!*' — the sympathizing Saviour spoke, 
And nought we know of other words he said 
In comforting ; but when the livid dead 

At his command, "Arise," resents death's stroke, 

And the dead darling unto life awoke. 

We know that joy the widow's heart o'erspread, 
And o'er the crowd of mourners there was shed 

The awe such mystery and power invoke. 

Oh! the unfathomed mystery of love 

And power which gloriously in Jesus shone ! 

And his world-sweeping sympathies still move 
From age to age the centuries adown, 

Till heathen lands in latter days approve 

And wake to life, their time of weeping gone. 
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CXVI. 

Christ at the Pharisee's House. 

"Jesus said unto Simon, I have somewhat to say unto thee.' 
Luke vii. 40. 

have somewhat to say — and the somczvhat 
Gives a sweet lesson, full of meaning, deep 
And comforting! It gave to love the sweep 

Of the divine esteem — in judgment sat, 

And meted out a line to estimate 

Our own to Him and others ! Could we keep 
True to the standard given of Him, we'd weep 

In joyous freedom of sin's burdened state, 

As did this sinner. The feelings do betray 
Our sense of gratitude for mercy found ; 

And the renewed heart leaps to praise, to pray. 
And even to weep, when holy joys abound; 

'Tis but degraded souls that can display 

The stolid calm that stiff, cold hearts propound. 
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CXVII. 
The Sower. 

"Whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap." — Gala- 
TIANS vi. 7. 

We are sowing, sowing, always sowing. 

From early dawn till eve's departing ray; 

On the flinty rocks and the beaten way; 
On the weedy ground where thorns are growing, 
And mayhap some grains on good ground throwing, 

But sowing, ever sowing, day by day! 

But zdiat are we sowing, or where ? — can we say 
We are careful of judgment in knowing? 

There is One whose decision 's unerring. 

Who has given us a sure line of measure ; 
Both by law and by precept deterring. 

And whose keen parable wit would allure 
To make choice in our sowing, referring 

To the reaping time coming most sure. 

I 
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CXVIII. 

"The tares are the children of the wicked one." — Matt. xiii. 38. 

What scenes of sadness does the world present, 

When sin flaunts rampant and God's law 's despised ; 
When plans, for pleasure or for vice devised, 

Heed not what principles of good are rent. 

Or what the time in revelry that's spent ! 

What schemes hath lust of place or wealth advised, 
For which bright honor hath been sacrificed, 

All borne because of folly's blandishment ! 

Are these the tares ! — of which the Christ, who knew 
The issue of all fates, has told the doom ; 

That when the course has run they now pursue. 
There but await the burnings that consume. 

When earth's vain baubles will as dross appear. 

And vaunted good be stubble, black and sear. 
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CXIX. 

Raising of Jairus' Daughter. 
"He said, Weep not ; she is not dead, but sleepeth."— Luke viii. 52. 

How calmly conscious of his glorious power 

He moved, he spoke, commanded ; the laugh of scorn 
He heeded not, but quietly, as if bom 

To majesty, and in the solemn hour 

When death flaunts forth his triumph, and the lour 
Of gloom pervades the heart, he bids to mourn 
No more, the spark of life recalls, and, torn 

From the tyrant's grasp, hands the revived flower 

Back for love's tending. Lo ! the voice that called 
The spirit back to animate the dust. 

That spoke the word so tenderly, "Arise," 

Is His who all creation's works installed 

In being — in whom the faithful living trust — 
In whom the hope of generations lies. 
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CXX. 

"Thy faith hath made thee whole." — Luke viii. 43. 

O faith ! most potent power tliat soul can know, 

Before which troul)le like a phantom flies ! 

Which giveth solace for life's griefs and sighs, 
When other healer none on earth can show ! 
Whence comes thy healing skill — from whence can flow 

Thy blissful mcd'cine and its graceful guise? 

Thou seek'st no frow^ard arm of might t' arise, 
But only pointeth where men's path should go ! 

Like the fair moon that lights the nightly sky 
With beams reflected from day's greater orb. 

Faith showeth forth the mighty arm on high 

Through which it works; Faith's weening powers 
absorb 

Heaven's vastest attributes, and brings God nigh. 
Binding each to him in everlasting tie. 
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CXXI. 

Feeding the Five Thousand. 

"He said unto them, Give ye them to eat." — Mark vi. 37. 

"Give ye them to eat !" — so the Master said, 
Knowing full well how impotent were they 
To feed the crowding thousands, and obey 
His word ; and methinks a sweet smile o'erlaid 
His gracious face while his request was made, 
And all he meant was pleasantry — to say 
Some cheering words that would to 's own convey 
A higher sense of power divine, arrayed 
To bless, and with unstinted hand to shower 
Whatever gift was needed for the hour : 
It might be bread for pressing hunger's need. 
Or healing where'er hand or heart might bleed ; 
So 'twas, his human heart those thousands greet. 
And pleasant banter spoke, "Give them to eat!*' 
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CXXII. 
Feeding the Multitude. 

"He constrained his disciples to go to the other side while he 
sent the people away.'* — Mark vi. 45. 

How sweet for tired and wearied souls to find 
A place of quiet peace and solitude — 
Some sea-sand hillock, or deep, solemn wood, 

Some cool, calm spot for the overburdened mind ; 

So Jesus left Bethsaida's crowd behind, 

And sought the desert, lonely, wild, and rude; — 
With tender care and kind solicitude, 

A sacred holiday of needful rest assigned 

To his spent followers. And the great crowd 

Of famished thousands found their needs supplied; 
The seeking soul God's kingdom saw displayed. 

And healing comfort came where sickness bowed : 
So is it ever — not a want denied! 

Come only ! — find in Jesus every fear allayed. 
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CXXIII. 

"The lost sheep of the house of Israel." — Matt. xv. 24. 

God waiteth to be gracious, and his love, 
So great, so ardent, hath been waiting long; 
His invitation hath been full and strong, 

E'en unto pleading — such pleading as would move 

Hearts not yet steeled in coldly callous groove. 
To come with glad rejoicings that belong 
To love's full reconcilement, with the song 

Of praise and peace their loyalty to prove. 

Yet do the chosen people still refuse 

The offered grace, and spurn the Holy One — 
Both messenger and message thrust away ! 
So, given the offer and the power to choose. 
What is there that in judgment can be done, 

Than write them "lost** when comes the dreadful 
day? 
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CXXIV. 

"Thou art the Christ, the Son of the living God/'— Matt. xvi. i6. 

When seen thy works, so passing wonder, wrought ; 

When heard thy words, surpassing wisdom's flight, 

And the cahn dignity of regal might 
That graced thy mien, the deepest Hues of thought 
Are stirred by strange enigmas, and when brought 

To solve the mystery and seek for light. 

The mind acknowledges perplexing plight. 
And owns that human ken can answer nought. 

But answer is demanded, and each soul 
Must for itself a true solution seek, 
Or bear life's burdens as a weary load ; 
Yet is the quest no unachieved goal ; 

Where grace is given, and light divine doth break, 
Then may each answer, 'Thou'rt the Christ of 
God/' 
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cxxv. 

"Whom say the people that I am?" — Luke ix. i8. 

He came, lowly and in such humble mien, 
And lived — so short a time — within a land 
Remote from power, with but a little band 
Of chosen friends, of whom alone were seen 
The works he did ; and what he taught had been 
Conveyed in quiet and solitary stand. 
As if he shunned the open public strand. 
The hate of Jew he bore, and, sharp and keen, 

The scorn of Roman mockery was given; 
And in the end the powers of hell convene 

To wreak their wrath, and have his body riven 
But, lo ! the greater mystery is, that now 
The world comes humbly at his feet to bow, 
Own him the Saviour, and his claims allow ! 
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CXXVI. 

"Jesus .... must go unto Jerusalem and suffer." — Matt. 

xvi. 21. 

What means that dreadful word — that ''must*' — that 
Hes 

Like fate imperative upon his way, 

Impelling, spite of all desire to stay 
Within the circle of sweet friendship's lies, 
To march to certain suffering, tears and sighs ? 

What lies behind his thought, that he should say 

That some necessity, most dire, did lay 
Within his course, hence there his duty lies? 

'Tw^as even so ! yet did it not arise 

From aught resultant of his perfect life! 

His mission had in view a sacrifice 

Of blood, atoning for the death-wrought strife 

Of sin, and all the ruin which pertained ! 

But oh ! the cost ! — through suffering 'twas gained. 



'l^il !•: TkAXSL' Kil RA'l I 
"It is good for us to be here." — ] 

What glorious sights does hope to tli 
When, casting out cold, sordid seli 
The fancy forward to eternal thin 

And faith permits to grasp them as 

The precious and the true, and puts t 
Of sense to bright imagination's \v 
Yet still we know, its wildest revell 

Come short of that prepared for saini 

Oh ! where may faith find ground wh< 
More sure and perfect than in this 

When things divine, revealed by God 
Are shown, and heavenly visitors c 

And from the glory, uttered in commz 
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CXXVIII. 
The Transfiguration. 

''And as he prayed the fashion of his countenance was altered."— 
Luke ix. 29. 

O wondrous sight! when Christ with radiance shone, 
Drawn from heaven's courts, where rapt'rous glory is 
The all-pervading air of sinless bliss — 
Th' attendant fulgor of his mighty throne, 
Sent him for one short hour, though 'twas his own, 
For earth's wide use, to show how true the kiss 
Of love that heaven would on its heart impress, 
And so unveil the powers that could alone 
Give needed strength for conflict or for toil. 
That those who, witnessing, might witness well. 
When, passed those tragic scenes of near-by days, 
'Twas theirs to meet hell's venom, and to foil 
The cunning arts of malice, and dispel 

The darkling evil when faith's sunshine sways. 
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CXXIX. 

''The disciples .... fell on their faces, and were sore afraid." 
— Matt. xvii. 6. 

There are no sights more glorious than those 

Which heaven hath shown to mortal's raptured eyes ! 

The life divine, which deep in secret lies, 
Sometimes a moment on the sight arose. 
And let the opened pearly gates disclose 

The flashing glory, and set the sundered ties 

Of earth and heaven astir to agonize 
To be once more brought near, and so repose 
In reconcilement's sweetest imity. 

The glory thus revealed was surely shown 
To mark heaven's readiness and keen desire 
To list the sin-sick soul's repentant plea ; 

But ah ! the guilty conscience, driven to own 
Its frailty, shuns the sight of heavenly fire. 
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cxxx. 

"Forgive— unto seventy times seven."— Matt, xviii. 22. 

To feel offended, or t' have given offence, 
Alike stir animus of heart, both deep 
And strong and lasting ; there is no sleep 

To hate when feeling, with a poignant sense 

Of wrong, given or ta'en, boils to dissonance. 
And leads the mind discordantly to steep 
Itself in bitterness, and hence to sweep 

Away all trace of trustful confidence. 

But all are called upon to yield 

Each cherished dislike and each vengeful mood, 
And let the hand outstretched to smite be filled 

With things benign, and open out to good, 
And over all a spirit be revealed 

So broadly loving it will all include. 
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CXXXI. 
The Raising of Lazarus. 

"Lazarus, come forth! And he that was dead came forth.'' — 
John xi. 43, 44. 

The Saviour spake, "Come forth !" — and at his call 

Health's rosy blush supplants the hue of death ; 

Once more the pulse beats strong, and soft the breath 
Heaves in the breast, wrung from corruption's thrall. 
While love to 's realm back heart and mind install. 

Oh ! matchless power which death encountereth. 

That for completest triumph uttereth 
But one command, yet sovereign— owned of all. 

Death holds his sceptre still, and only Christ's 
The voice that can arrest his tyrant sway ; 
Yet does the Master name it but a sleep. 
For which in unreflecting mood we weep ; 
But thus he'd wipe our sorrowing tears away. 
And prove his power 'gainst all antagonists. 
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CXXXII. 
"The Seventy Sent Out/' 
"Go your ways ! Behold, I send you forth,"— Luke x. i. 

What means this mission ? — why this haste — 

This ardent vigor and those startling claims, 

That would demand, as if of right, their aims 
Should be received, whatever the heart's distaste, 
How^ever much should men, in sin debased, 

Refuse t' accept the grace their voice proclaims ? 

Is it enthusiast madness that inflames 
These o'erwrought souls, and goodness nms to waste? 
Ah ! he whose judgment is unerring sends — 

Who, knowing the full stake that life contains, 
Commands the offer of the kingdom — ^blends 

Heaven with earth in healing balm, for pains 
Of body and of soul, and pleads the destined ends 

Of saved man — he who eternal life attains. 



SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES, 



CXXXIII. 
The Good Samaritan. 
"Who is my neighbor ?"— Luke x. 29. 

"Who is our neighbor !" — 'tis a searching quest, 
But by the Master given an answer clear, 
Wherein no words ambiguous appear, 

That can a loop-hole of escape suggest 

For selfish hearts ; his words of truth invest 

Men's humblest acts with love ; and when some sere 
And callous trend is felt in life's career. 

Presents correctives that at once arrest. 

Thy teaching, O dear Master, we accept. 

And plead that, by thy grace bestowed, we may 
Constrain each heart, and soul, and strength, and 
mind. 

To love by thy grand rule, and so to find. 
Not alone our neighbor, but a surer way. 
Thine own far greater love to intercept. 
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CXXXIV. 

"A certain lawyer stood up and tempted him" — Luke x. 25. 

The heart untrained of grace conceiveth things 
That humbly contrite ones would blush to own ; 
What's reverent and holy 'twould disown 
And cast aside, and aught where vileness rings 
Of rude conceit 'twould thrust afront, with stings 
Of wit made sharp and keen, or in the tone 
And gesture of the clown have virtue shown 
In ridicule ; the graceless nature brings 
Unawed into the. presence of the great 
And good its own vile thought — would desecrate 
Fanes held as sacred by the upright heart, 
As if the empty contradictor's part 
Were pleasure, and so spread temptation round, 
Its only purpose holiness to wound. 
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cxxxv. 

A Rondeau. 
"Teach us to pray."— Luke xi. i. 
Teach us to pray ! for oh ! the earthbom soul 
Knows little of its needs ; and the grand goal 
To which we know life hastes seems far away ; 
And in the journey, stumbling day by day, 
We need our Father's guidance to control. 

We need new strength when strong temptations roll, 
And plenteous grace to comfort and console 
When griefs overwhelm ; when naught our lips can say, 
Teach us to pray. 

Each day has wants, and 'tis no beggar's dole 
That satisfies, but gifts rich, large and whole, 
Because our Father will not say us nay. 
And we may importune for what we may ! 
So, that we gratefully his praise extol. 
Teach us to pray. 
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CXXXVI. 
"Our Father which art in heaven."— Luke xi. 2. 

To whom can childhood in its weakness flee 
More freely, or with fuller hope to find 
A ready welcome, loving, warm and kind, 

Than to a father? the tiny prattlers see 

Love. armed with strength, and seek no other plea 
To make them nestle in his arms, resigned 
In faith's perfection to his heart and mind. 

With nought of question that aught else should be. 

Oh ! should not, then, the love of heaven be seen 
As far transcending all that earth can show ? — 

That He from whom we sprang, and who hath been 
Our ever-watchful guide, would have us know 

That we may nestle in His love serene, 
And be assured 'twill ever ceaseless flow ? 



138 SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES. 



CXXXVII. 
The Rich Man's Folly. 

**I will pull down my barns, and build greater."— Luke xii. 18. 
Satisfied! yet gathering, building more! 

Enlarged bams and broad fields wider sown, 

As if in perverse blindness he'd disown 
His Father's love, forgetful that the store 
Of mercies, kind and tender, scattered o'er 

Each passing day, are but lent gifts, thrown 

To his hand in fulness, yet still a loan 
To subserve time — then be accounted for. 

How strange this toil ! — acknowledging the while 
Whence riches come — how far they serve man's 
ends — 

And yet, with self-deceived, unconscious guile. 
Still striving for the good the future blends 

With bliss that undeveloped hopes compile. 
But over which no morrow's joy extends. 



SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES, 



CXXXVIIL 
Who Thinks of the Lilies ? 
A Rondeau, 

"Consider the lilies ; how they grow."— Luke xii. 24. 
Who thinks of the lilies ? — how sweet they grow, 
On the roadside bank or where streamlets flow, 
With no hand to tend, yet with beauty rare. 
Bejewelled with the dew, and with tints so fair 
That no prince may vie with their petals' glow. 

They are loved of Him who loves all, and so 
Without spinning or toil they naught forego. 
For they are — as we are — under His care 
Who thinks of the lilies. 

When these fragile things of an hour do owe 
Their beauty to Him, shall we be slow 
To acknowledge how full is the daily fare 
That his love provides?— or who'll compare 
The intenser love for His child he'll show. 
Who thinks of the lilies. 
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CXXXIX. 

"The Son of man cometh at an hour when ye think not"— Luke 

xii. 40. 

What glad surprise awaits the trusting soul, 
Who can with faith's far-reaching eye perceive 
Heaven's bounds reach down to earth, and who be- 
lieve 

With reverent hope that each fair morn may roll 
Th' enrapturing sight of time's completed scroll 

Within their ken, and who in thought inweave 

Accomplished glory with the closing eve 
Of hirnian story, ere is won the goal 
Placed in the front to strive for and to win ! 

As comes the mom with silent step and sure, 
And beaming splendor over vale and hill, 
Th' angelic cohorts will sound forth the will 

Of Him whose reign for ever must endure. 
In glorious triimiph over death and sin ! 
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CXL. 

"Now we see through a glass darkly ; but then, face to face." — 
I Cor. xiii. 12. 

There is but little seen in outward show, 

By which to judge the inner hearts of men ; 

The tinsel and the glitter which they fain 
Would hold agaze is but a surface-glow, 
While of the innemess we wish to know 

It does but faintly hint, but which remain 

In thought and deed, that tarnish and arraign 
Before the all-seeing Judge, whose judgment, slow 
And sure, will place in graded line each act 

That went to fill the measure of each day — 
The wild transgression or sin's darker fact. 

Or the still deeper taints, mayhap, that lay 
In foul iniquity— each given its due 

Of rating, scaled in righteousness, and true. 
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CXLL 

"There are last which shall be first; and there are first which 
shall be last."— Luke xiii. 30. 

Man's life is full, yea oft to running o'er, 

Of grim disappointment; the hopes of youth, 
With all their dreams, far-fancied and uncouth, 

And e'en when wit and wisdom them endower. 

Find no full realizing; men may pour ^ 

Ambition's schemes with every guise of truth 
Upon the wide world's path, but yet, forsooth, 

They but remain until some blasting power 

Casts o'er them winter withering and blight ; 
But oh ! calamity's unmeasured loss 

Is ours if, when life's fleeting course is spent, 

We find that that which we esteemed the light 
And walked in, proves but worthless dross. 
And life's grand purpose is to tatters rent. 
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CXLII. 
The Great Supper. 

"Come, for all things are ready."— Luke xiv. 17. 

A feast prepared, the invitations sent, 

With all things ready, and the board spread full 
For festive joy; yet, strangely wonderful, 
There are no guests ! The generous host, intent 
On giving pleasure, waits ! — What things prevent ? 
Lo ! those whom he would honor ridicule 
His invitations, and permit to rule 
The sordid profits of the hour, and so absent 
Scarce with excuse. But yet the bounteous feast, 
Contemned, cannot be waste, and other guests 
Are found — ^humbler, poorer, but worthier far ! 
So stands heaven's bliss in offer, nor has ceased 

The Master's gracious "Come!" — ^but when our 
quests 

Have stayed, then others, nobler, chosen are. 
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CXLIII. 

"Compd them to come in, that my house may be full/'— Luks 

xiv. 23. 

"Come in!" the invitation soundeth out 

Full, loud and broad, that every one may know 
That he is welcome ; why, then, should any go 

Aside and come not? Oh ! can any doubt 

The honor great, and coldly stand without? 
Our Father sees us in our rags, and so 
Pleads that we come, and proffers to bestow 

Fit banquet garments, rid of every spot 

Or stain of guilt ; and would on all confer 
A place so high t'were folly to ignore 

Or seek excuse, or even to defer 

Acceptance; for pleading o'er and o'er 

Wounds the warm love that strives t' administer 
The gladness of good will, and peace restore. 
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CXLIV. 
"Taking Up the Cross/' 

A Rondeau. 

"Whosoever doth not bear his cross, and come after me, cannot be 
my disciple." — Luke xiv. 27. 

The cross of Jesus ! how vast its claims ! 

Life's loves and joys, life's hopes and aims, 

Must all succumb to its demands, 

Even to affection's golden bands — 
Aught holier in our eyes defames! 

In solemn hours the heart proclaims 
'Tis right, but in rebellion blames ; 
And there's no rebel understands 
The cross of Jesus ! 

Tis God-given grace alone inflames 
The earth-bound soul with nobler aims; 

With wider view its sight expands. 

And yields obedience to commands 
Once spumed, and now as treasure names 
The cross of Jesus. 
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CXLV. 
Lost and Found. 

"There is joy in the presence of the angels of God over one sin- 
ner that repenteth." — Luke xv. 10. 

Life's losses are its pathway thorns, that prick 
The careless traveller who unwary treads, 
And leaves a festering sting; their pain overspreads 

The passing days ; and brooding thought, like thick 

And misty clouds, bedims the way ; but quick 
The heart responds, and rises o'er its dreads. 
When old-time losses are regained — the threads 

Of purer joy draw back the soul in quick 

And strong impulsings. The heart rejoices more 
O'er loss restored than over many gains ; 

And so, when guardian angels survey o'er 

Their earthly charge, and mark how deep sin's stains 

Are buried in repentance, their peans soar 

Through heaven's wide realm, that grace triumphant 
reigns. 
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CXLVI. 
The Prodigal. 

"It was meet that we should make merry, for this thy brother was 
lost, and is found." — Luke xv. 32. 

How self-sufficient feels exuberant youth ! 

To him the world seems boundless, and the gifts 
Of its "far countries" dazzle without rifts 
In buoyant hope, while wealth and glamored ruth 
Show distant scenes in travesties of truth, 

That beam with miraged realness, and their drifts 
Toward folly seem like pleasant good ; nor lifts 
The infatuate dream, till, crushed beneath the tooth 
Of dark remorse, the heart seeks back the love 
It once despised, and through repentant tears 
Pleads restoration to the old-time place! 
Then does God*s yearning heart fly to embrace 
The home-come prodigal, uncertain fears 
To quell, and love's full welcome true to prove. 
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CXLVII. 

"Took his jouraey into a far country." — Luke xv. 13. 

Where is the spot that is dearer than home ? 
The skies of the far-away land may be 
The fairest and brightest that eye can see ; 
The moimtains and valleys, where'er we roam, 
Be clad in the verdure of summer come ; 

Sweet fragrance may waft o'er the flowery lea, 
And streamlets sing on their path to the sea ; 
The land spread with beauty, the sea with foam. 
May in grandeur vie with the starry dome ; 

Yet the heart goes back to our childhood's scenes. 
For 'twas there it learned what love's bond means 
Simple youth may be led by the empty gleam 
Of far-away joys ; but the glowing beam 
Shed from dear old home is at heart supreme. 
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CXLVIII. 
"Who can be saved?"— Luke xviii. 26. 

"Who can be saved Hath He not shown the way, 
Illumined so that he who runs may read, 
And given His word that each inclining need 

Will be supplied? Then why should fears betray 

The fainting faith truth-clouding doubts display. 
And still refuse to cultivate the seed 
His Spirit plants ? Our own vile hearts impede 

The glorious work He'd perfect in a day ! 

"Who can be saved ?" — ^all, all who will obey 
His gracious call, nor deem the work beyond 

Infinite power, that glories to display 
Infinite love ! — ^no circumscribing bond — 

Like that which fetters human will — ^may lay 
Embargo on that love ! Oh ! then, respond ! 
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CXLIX. 

"Blessed be ye poor, for yours is the kingdom of God."— Luke 

vi. 20. 

How blessed are the poor ! — how rich their lot 
When time has spent their "evil things" and all 
Life's miseries are passed — the bitter gall 

Of penury exhausted and forgot, 

And compensation large and full is brought 
To recompense for scenes wherein the pall 
Of sorrow — ^blinding with mysterious thrall — 

O'erhung life's thorny road, and lifted not 

Till had been found the grand inheritance 
Of faith — the riches of eternal life. 

Where joys infinite as the years entrance 
The soul, and memories of earth-bom strife 

Appear as just correctives, that enhance 
The love seen through past poverty so rife. 
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CL. 

**They have Moses and the prophets; let them hear them." 
Luke xvi. 29. 

He spake who knew, and none may set aside 
What he hath uttered ; it can only be 
Of truth the purest, and of weakness free ; 

Hence do those questions which the future hide, 

Of moment greater than all else beside, 
Find for their mystery the opening key. 
Within the pages of the law's decree. 

As Moses and the prophets wrote to guide 

Man's footsteps down the ages' rolling tide, 
That ancient record of God's ways and plan 
Was light enough eternal life to scan ; 

Yet hath these later days been blest to see 

In clearer view all that was meant to be 

Demanded through life's course of every man. 
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CLI. 

The Lepers Cleansed. 

"Jesus, Master, have mercy on us." — Luke xvii. 13. 

"Master, mercy I" — ten pleading voices cry, 
In sickly accents, wherein hope appeared 
More sickly still, and their lone cry was heard 

By Him to whom no suppliants apply 

In vain, and speedily the heart-breathed sigh 
Gave place to joy at His commanding word. 
And all their leprous tainting disappeared 

So fully that the high priest's searching eye 

Found not a trace ! Disease, sin's baleful fruit, 
Flies ever at the Great Physician's beck ; 

And so the sin-sick soul with pleading suit 

Stands with full knowledge that no power may wreck 

His hope : the Master's word doth constitute 
Faith's firm foundation and sin's perfect check. 



SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES, 



CLII. 

"As they went they were cleansed." — Luke xvii. 15. 

Let once the mind be fully wrapped in faith, 
To see the Master's hand directing all 
The issues of each hour, whatever befall, 

Then will the burdens which the weary hath 

Be seen as blessings strewn upon the path 
Of daily life ; as at the Master's call 
Those lepers went, confiding that the thrall 

Of dread disease would be unloosed because he saith- 

He who they felt had power and will to heal — 
And found no disappointment, so it must 

When time's long cycles, finished, will reveal 
The glories promised to the good and just, 

That joy, abundant, healthful, pure, will seal 
All that the past had waited for in trust. 



"Were tlurc i;"t ten ck:iii-e<l? I)Ut \vhrr«. are 
not fuuiul that rclurncd to give glor> 
stranger." — Luke xvii. 17. 18. 

Of all the mercies pressed within our 
We can count a fraction only ; line c 
From day to day unceasingly they s 
The meted share which every hour rec 
Is known, felt, and rejoiced in, yet eac 
Scarcely a passing thought that wo 
A prayer of thanks ; like the ungral 
Who came not back to worship, each c 
That he may take, just as of course, tl 
The Father's love spreads forth 
hand, 

And deems not that the Giver ma) 
If unacknowledged taken ; the drifts 
Of thoueht and action inHiratp tht^ c 
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CLIV. 
Prevailing Prayer. 

"Men ought always to pray, and faint not/'—LuKE xviii. i. 

"Pray and faint not?'' — there is an eye that sees, 

An ear that lists, solicitous to aid 

The soul that strives for God's truth undismayed ; 
That brings with importunity its pleas, 
And with the frenzy of despair would seize 

Heaven's kingdom as the only prize arrayed 

Worthy of life's effort ; and Love has said — 
The Love divine that waits to bless — He flees 
To answer, and the answer succor brings 

With the sweet comfort of assuring hope ; 
The urgent prayer is not denied, nor flings 

Its fervor waste, but to enlarged scope 
Is welcomed — all the more that God's own things 

Are henceforth those ambition seeks to ope. 



"\\'liC)H)c\ cr -h.ill not receive the kingdom 
child shall in no w-ise enter therein." — L 

The man of stature and of stately mie 
Robust and glorying in his stalwart 
Who feels him equal to life's every c 
How can he from assertive nature we^ 
The points wherein he glories — how be 
Robed in belittling attitude and aim- 
And feel no sense of humbling shame 
And hence declare he cannot thus demt 
Himself ? Yet 'tis the Master who hath 
And he the truth revealed with light < 
No one may enter the eternal hon 
But as a child, whom simple trust hath 
T' accept and feel his love, and so to 
In grander faitVi 'nrm'ncf . 
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CLVI. 
Zaccheus. 

''He was little of stature, and ran before, and climbed into a 
sycamore tree to see him." — Luke xix. 3, 4. 

He was rich, we know — ^hence may we deem — 
For wealth is such a fertile fount of pride — 
That he was proud and haughty — would deride 

The poor and humble ones — would even deem 

Himself the best amid the crowding stream ; 
Yet did he run, as though he cast aside 
All thoughts of dignity, nor sought to hide 

His strong desire to see the One whose theme 

Was all of heaven, and like some romping boy 
Clomb the tall sycamore, and vantage gained 

For his small stature ! — So should fervent joy 
Override conventionality, and stand 

Firm of soul to find the right — so t' employ. 

For Christ's sake and the truth, the heart full 
strained. 



/.Acciiiirs. 

Rinidi'aii. 

"He was little of stature, and ran before, 
sycamore tree." — Luke xix. ■ 

Zaccheus, come down ! — what want yc 
Perched on that limb so high in air ? 
The earth was made for the sons o 
The sycamore branch is for birds ! b 
Mean Httle bodies with birds may share 

The Master is coming ! — are you awar 
What a figure you cut, and how you da 
The manners found in a citizen ? 

Zaccheus, come down ! 

But Zaccheus held on ! — he did not car 
Tho' the crowd might laugh, and jeer, 
Bravely he stuck to his perch, and w 
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CLVIII. 
"Occupy till I come."— Luke xix. 13. 

God's kingdom must in glorious power appear ! 

For so the Word prophetic hath proclaimed. 

But whan ? — No mortal tongue the hour hath named ; 
And meanwhile we do wait, and watch, and fear. 
Through springtime's flowering and autumn sere ; 

And still the Master's mandate stands wide-flamed, 

"Occupy until I come! — ^keep unshamed 
My honor through thy chequered life's career !" 

Our waiting is in faith — we know he'll come! 
Our watching has no weariness, and all 
Our fear is but love's reverence expressed ; 
Patient, faithful to occupy each room 
And place of duty, until to us shall fall 

The Master's commendation, "Come, and rest !" 



CLIX. 



"Occupy till I come." — Luke 

He surely comes ! and though we ca 
The day or hour, yet is assurance , 
That some day will the news flash 
That angel hosts have mustered to di 
The enemies in Satan's citadel: 
And on the battlefields where they 
When victory is proclaimed and sin 
To chains, the rightful King will reij 
In sovereign power where once before 
A weary wanderer on the dusty v 
And then will righteousness adorn his 
Of empire; but till universal sway 
Is full announced from heaven's clouds 
His faithful friends are told to "Orrnr 
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CLX. 

"Many are called, but few are chosen." — Matt. xxii. 14. 

Who may lay claim, by virtue of a right, 
To good provided by another's hand? 
Or who, by title of his own command, 

Would dare assert a province to incite 

To anger when denied ? Tis his t' invite 
Who gives the feast, and no one may demand 
An entrance who has not been chosen to stand 

Among the guests, and in the joy unite. 

Yet is the invitation sent widespread, 
And all are welcome, because all are bid ; 
But, ah ! the many turn in scorn away, 
And leave the few for choice, so grace may play 
Its work divine, omnipotent, though hid, 

Yet owning at the feast the Sovereign Head. 



(■|,xr. 



"Watch, therefore, for ye know not at 
come." — Matt, xxi 

He comes ! — of this event we sure 
But will it be with joy or treii 
We see him reach that point in 

Which, open to the waiting worl 

His majesty, while to his own w 
Abounding honors, prophesied 
And to each passing generatio 

But to all wickedness an overthrc 

He comes! — but when? — it is a s( 
Alone within the sovereign mi 

Nor will he deig^ to ope those thir 
In mystery, or divulge his gran 

Hence must we strain to Wpph in w 
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CLXII. 

"When the Son of man shall come in his glory 

shall he sit upon the throne of his glory." — Matt. xxv. 31 

The changing beauty of terrestrial things, 
How great ! but so it must be, for 'tis God — 
The one all-wise and perfect — he whose nod 
Was all-sufficient to create — who brings 
From out his own perfection all that springs 
To sight as each glad season comes, with rod 
That measures to the line each gift of God ; 
And each in melody of beauty sings 
Its psalm expressive of its grateful praise ; 
But when the glory of God's Son 's revealed, 
That of the earth will flee as nought away — 
Eclipsed in greater brightness — and men's gaze, 
Wrapt in the glory of his throne, be filled 
To satisfaction through eternal day! 



CI-Xlll. 

"The Master saith. My time is at haii' 

Did we but know the fate that lies 

Our path, and know that we mus 

Deep to the dregs, of sorrow, an 

Of suffering drain, down e'en to de 

How could we, meeting each day\* 

Beneath the burden of the load 1 

Could we the prospect meditate, ; 

The tale with sweet composure o'er 

Into the breast of loving friends, as 

The ordeal were an easy task anc 

And did not of our griefs a she 

Yet did, his mission almost spent ar 

The Master calmly view the dreac 
TU^ I -t'^- ' • 
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CLXIV. 

"What shall I do? I will send my beloved Son."— Luke xx. 13. 

Oh ! who may weigh the agony which love 
Is called upon to bear? — ^the sacrifice, 
Ev'n to extremity of thought's device, 

'Tis willing to endure ? It stands above 

The cold and measured limits interwove 
In mundane themes, rejecting every nice 
Distinction furbished out of sage advice, 

And gives its best, if only good behoove. 

God sent his well-beloved and only Son, 

With knowledge full that suffering and death 
Lay in his earthward mission, nor did spare 
A single stripe until the work was done; 
And unto us the great gift measureth 

Th' infinite love he longs with all to share. 



CLXW 
Christ ix Tk\ 

"He beheld the city and wept over 

"Peace in heaven!" and yet heavei 
Those tears that flow adown thi 
Like rain in summer's sun, seem 

His eye prophetic, down time's vij 

Saw ruin come, in wrathful form 
The spot which God had chosen 
Zion trampled in the dust, withe 

Of all its glory left — in death's gras 

Can we wonder at those tears ? — To 

He came, out of love the purest, ; 

Reject his proffered grace — their K 

And seeing all the carnage and ( 
T t — 1^ -1 ' 
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CLXVI. 

The Parable of the Vineyard. 

"He sent a servant to the husbandmen, that they should give him 
of the fruit of the vineyard; but the husbandmen beat him, 
and sent him empty away." — Luke xx. id. 

Rejected and despised! and yet he came, 
Expecting the full welcome of the heir ; 
It was his right by sonship, and the fair 

Vineyard's fruits by property his claim. 

He came unto his own, and in the name 
Of the great Lord supreme demanded where 
Were all the trusts committed to their care ; 

But met alone contumely and shame ! 

Say what the mete that treason thus invites? — 
What dreadful fate awaits such hostile acts? 

Lo ! when conviction's poignant sting excites 
The thought that sin in subtilty impacts 

Rebellious virus on the heart, and smites 

Th' unguarded soul, 'tis grace must counteract. 



V 1 \ 11. 



"And there >liall lie uiM.n tlic carlh di-^tre-- 
plexity." — Luke xxi. 2 

The world already knows of sore di: 
For sin and death abound in ever 
Sad, gruesome neighbors upon ev 
But there is prophecy of more, to pre 
Men's hearts with dire calamity and 
Of soul, to come ; nor do we under: 
The when, the why, the wherefore 
Is all we know, and hence uneasiness 
And blank perplexity will strain men 
Until th' unfolding purpose, clearly 
Has been accepted and the end > 
Mayhap, when the perplexity remind 
Those troubled hearts that God's w 
Their highest p-onH np^r^ «r;n k« 
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CLXVIII. 

"Heaven and earth shall pass away ; but my words shall not pass 
away." — ^Luke xxi. 33. 

On Olives' Mount the wondrous Teacher sat, 
And spake these words of solemn mystery, 
That seem to lay evolving history 
Within the sphere of past-gone act, so that 
Time lies like to a landscape spread, and fate 
And destiny are brought within the story 
Of life's unrolling course ; and then the glory 
Of heavens and earth — ^the old and new — create 
Within the mind the thought that things of time. 
The solid rocks and ocean's volume vast. 

Are withering with the frosts of age, and soon 
Must pass, when his unerring lips sublime 
Have uttered sentence, and all but waits the cast 
Of his almighty arm at time's high noon. 



C'LXIX. 



**In remembrance of me." — L 

In remembrance ! Yea ! for all th< 
Down through time's unrolling 
No life of nobler prowess can d 
Than Thine ! Thy mission, unrest 
That qualm frail human hearts, stil 
That tell of woe, but woe that d 
Our race from fate still deeper, a 
With sacrificial blood our guilt, w 
From wrath divine, and brings ag 
In spite of our offending ! Whc 
Remember? — 'Tis all he asks ! 
It meaneth much : it means that si: 
To sway our lives, its snaring c 
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CLXX. 

"There was a strife among them which of them should be ac- 
counted the greatest." — Luke xxii. 24. 

Ambition's votaries! where are they not? 

The well-put lesson which the Master gave 

Is all forgotten when we seek to have 
Our own conceits of what we are outwrought, 
And strive to shape our bearing as if fraught 

With great import ; vanity puts on grave 

Manners, and postulates as if to save 
A larger dignity than we ere brought 
Upon life's stage; this may a weakness be, 

But may Ambition have no higher aim ? 
Yea ! let the mind forecast life's range and see 

The emptiness of fortune and of fame, 
Then in the light revealed of God agree 

To seek heaven's crown with high ambition's flame. 
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CLXXI. 
The Spirit of True Service. 

"Among you, let him that is chief be as he that doth serve." 
Luke xxii. 26. 

Men strive for lordship, yet 'tis best to serve ! 
Life's honors whet ambition, and we lose 
Under its dazzling light the good that flows 
In humbler spheres : the silver clouds conserve 
To lift th' admiring eye; but they thus swerve 
Our thought from solid things, to those we know 
Are unsubstantial air, though glory throws 
O'er them such golden tracings we'd preserve 
As if most precious ! So do life's dreams, 
Gilded of airy hope, appear to sight 
The solid bearers of rich, choice delight ; 
Yet knowledge judges them but mirage lures, 
That only disappoint ; 'tis that endures 
Which calls for service, and which Christ esteems! 
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CLXXII. 
In Gethsemane. 
"Being in an agony, he prayed more earnestly." — Luke xxii. 44. 

Oh ! Father, let this cup pass from me ! 

Its bitter draught overwhelms my soul, and though 

For this end came I, yet Td fain forego 
The agony and suffering; but to Thee 
In will I would submit, and only see 

Thy purpose wrought in every step I go. 

I see, beyond the cross, its shame and woe. 
Thy love so gracious, and to all so free. 

I suffer sore ; yet do my chosen sleep ! 
And so, unconscious of what issues hang 

On this dread hour, the reckless world sleeps too ! 
Ah ! did they apprehend Thy love, they'd weep 
For having e'er contemned, and sorrow's pang 
Would in My suffering see their peace ensue. 



Ji-si-s Accrs 

"All ihou llu-n ilic Soil of Go<l? And 
that 1 am." — Li ke > 

''Art thou the Christ ?'—Wha1 

thought 

Are stirred by such a quest ! — 1 
Back to those timeless a^ons stn 
Creation's void, ere yet The Voic« 
To being matter's varied forms, o 
The miracle of life ; and now t( 
That very Voice to human boui 
And stand confessed and seen, yet 

His own he came to ! — to redeem, 
Through suffering's ordeal, e'en 

And when this hour of declaration 
Out to the careless world the voi 
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CLXXIV. 
Jesus Before Pilate and Herod. 

"Pilate said, I find no fault in this man ; and they were the more 
fierce." — Luke xxiii. 4, 5. 

How strange that some should see his acts as crime, 
While others not a flaw can find, and yet 
The light that shone from out his life was set 

Alike to all — ^to every age and clime : 

So will it be down through the tread of time, 
That Jesus, lifted up, will still be met 
By friend and foe, and in men's hearts beget 

Homage and hate — malice and love sublime. 

Some say there's spots upon the glorious sun ! — 
We only see his brightness, and the light 

That beams resplendent in his daily run : 
So, seeing Jesus — Saviour — oh ! the sight 

Stirs the heart to rapture, and grace begun 
Reveals to faith his glory and his might. 



CLX-W 



"Art thou a king, then? Thou sayest 

xviii. 37. 

A King ! but his no empty pagea 
Or tinsel glitter, meant alone fc 
A King most kingly, from who 

With gentlest urge, and yet who c 

His regal will with power; his n 
August and sovereign, he did a s 
And servant's humble mien acce 

Earth's sons might heaven's glorie 

His mighty power was latent, yet ' 
That did create and into being c 
The universive cavalcade of th 

Though, veiled in human garb, he ( 
Men's deeoest corr/^^-- — ' 
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CLXXVI. 

**Art thou a king? Jesus answered, Thou sayest that I am a 
king/' — ^JoHN xviii. 37. 

It was his right to reign, and though he came 
In humble guise, and with no kingly state. 
He did not aught of monarch right abate ; 

Tis not the gewgaw trappings that proclaim 

The royal person, or enhance his fame; 
He needed not, for this, to advocate 
His sceptre's sway ; for men may alienate 

Allegiance true, but not his royal claim. 

His right to reign was laid in ages past, 
When his creative voice bade all things be. 
And when, enveiled and laid aside, we see 

But human frailty bending to the blast 

Of hate and scorn, 'twas but his royal will 
So choosing for an end, but kingly still 



L LAW 
Jksus LoXDt 

"And Pilate delivered Jesus to the 

24, 25. 

What depths malignant has the 
Even heaven's own Messeng 
On mercy's mission, rises n( 
Its vile control, and yields to it 
And in the mystery of grace, t' ; 
Its will seems needful, for ho 
The world's great load — its 
Than for a space to cast its bitt< 
O'er love divine ? — hence Jesus, 
Delivered," is borne to sufTeri 
The judge gives forth "No 
Prevail, "Away with him ! 
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CLXXVIII. 

"Hk blood be on us, and on our children." — Matt, xxvii. 25- 

When vicious thought o'errules the pliant mind, 
How strangely far in reckless act 'twill go ! 
When passion scorns restraint's quick helm, that so 

No charted course does dethroned reason find ; 

Then does it rush, to anger all resigned, 

Headlong to boisterous actions, from whence flow 
Strong currents of disaster, that must grow 

In g^ant strength, and tyrannize and grind, 

Down through the hidden stream of coming years, 
The lives yet floating towards the verge of time; 
Who enter weighted down with fateful wrongs, 

Must meet life's hazards with dark gloomsome fears ! 
The past's long deed-roll, tragic or sublime, 
Thus to th' evolving present yet belongs ! 



iSo SOXXI-TS ox SCRirU'lvB rUilMliS. 

CLXXIX. 
Jesus Crucified. 

"And they were instant with loud voices requiring that he might 
be crucified; and the voices of them and of the chief priests 
prevailed." — Luke xxiii. 23. 

Oh! greatest of all mysteries! to see 
The Lord of life to suffering submit. 
And for a time Death's tyrant yoke permit ! 

There must be, wrapped within this mystery, 

A meaning to be sought for thoughtfully ! 
And how may hearts with human frailties sit 
In judgment — such heights and depths investigate, 

Or cast a light o'er such unbounded sea? 

He came, assumed our mortal form, and died, 
A sacrifice to Justice's stem demands — 
Bends to his own inexorable law 
For righteous ends — ^to stay sin's downward tide, 
And save its victims from that law's commands 
To die ! — Oh ! how such love inciteth awe ! 
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CLXXX. 

"And sitting down they watched him." — ^Matt. xxvii. 36. 

Calmly, as if it were a pleasant scene, 
And cruelty a pastime, and the pain 
And agony of deadly wounds a gain, 

The vile conspirators in guilt convene. 

And sit and watch — ^put forth the hatred, keen 
And sharp, which had been nursed in evil's train, 
And gloat in triumph and outshown disdain, 

On One in whom alone but holiness was seen ! 

Oh ! who may judge the depths of blasting sin, 
Or callous hardness which the heart may reach. 

If once it yield to wrong, and so begin 

To forfeit right which conscience would beseech ? 

Oh ! that our watchings ever were with care 

To spurn their 'lurements when temptations dare! 



CLXXX 



■"And ihc vail of the temple was 

xxiii. 45. 

Mysterious chamber, where Gc 
In awful soHtude, and where 
But his alone whom sinful m 
To bear atoning blood for deep- 
Could dare to go — thy mystery 
To deepen into solemn fear, a( 
And dread-inspiring, by thy ^ 
Spoke yet with symboled voice o 
With lib'ral hand and kind from 
Within; but now the rending 
A symboled message which 
bear 

To wider fields, and all the work 
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CLXXXII. 
Jesus Risen. 

"He is risen!" "And the words seemed as idle tales." — 
Luke xxiv, 6, 11. 

An idle tale ! — for, far beyond the range 

Of thought's wide field, hath some mysterious power 

Wrought wondrous things, and he who for the hour 
Submitted unto death has triumphed — strange 
Enough to be esteemed a tale of change 

From dreaming fancy into facts that tower 

Above men's knowledge, but yet portentous lour 
With sense of awe that will not interchange 
With life's experience. So will doubt's cloud 

Still dim the sight when that above our ken 
Is given for credence, and things sensate crowd 

The mind. The eye must see in spirit ; then 
May the soul, unwrapt each cumbering shroud, 

See power divine where rashly men contemn. 
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CLXXXIII. • 
Jesus Made Known. 

"And their eyes were opened, and they knew him." — ^Luke 
xxiv. 31. 

O Master ! life should have no greater care 
Than thee to know ; for thou hast shown us all 
The issues that life's trendings may befall ; 
Hast, o'er earth's beauties, wonderful and rare. 
The glories of the world unseen laid bare. 

And given the promise that thou wouldst install 
Thy friends — (those who, at the great Spirit's call. 
Dost know thee) — into possession of that fair 
World which is eternal ! Thou didst reveal. 
Lifting the barriers from the thorny way 

By thine own sufferings, and then, pleading sore, 
Down through life's checkered pathway o'er and 
o'er, 

That men would in their heart of hearts but say 
They'd know thee, love thee, and life's issues seal. 
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CLXXXIV. 

"When they saw him, they worshipped him." — Matt, xxviii. 17. 

When heaven's vast throng, so holy and so true, 

In adoration find their best employ. 

Why should not earth seek its completed joy 
In worship, and life's highest aim pursue? 
There is but One whom men or angels sue 

In reverent suppliance that can never cloy, 

Nor yet th' inherent dignity destroy 
Of souls that from their God-Creator drew 
Their being; and hence to him obeisance goes 
As true as water to its level flows. 
His worship ever helps the soul to rise 

Into communing fellowship divine; 
And he the grace bestows that purifies. 

And maketh meet among the saints to shine. 



tM soMWsrs on ^mptum tBBME& 



CLXXXV. 

^li iai^^ Chikt to safer iwi to tImi from ^ 

It was |bc law's demand — a law divi]^ 

iyo^ will permit of neitiiier t^t tm ^pbt ; 
Hoic^ brokeit te* fwi mercy could eatwme 

l^dfilled Ead fie^isfti^ mhm'^ ^tmt, 
It miistltj wiiinfi£«^^m^^ 
f d i^iate the gVL^if^ other power 
But that which is divine can place the lost 

In safety; and so the Christ, God*s Son. assails 
Hie task to die^ and men with bliss endower. 
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CLXXXVI. 
Christ^s Ascension. 

"Ye shall be witnesses unto me ... . unto the uttermost part 
of the earth."— Acts i. 8. 

Only to twelve! — just twelve! — and these were men 
Of lowly station and of humble mien — 
Were given the mighty task to stand between 

Heaven and the world ! — a tragic death, and then 

A glory-robed ascension, to their ken 

Had been displayed ; their human eyes had seen 
Wrought out in fact what all those symbols mean 

That had been Israel's glory to maintain. 

And so to these was this great mission given. 
To ratify on history's page the facts 
Of God's completed, love-incepted plan ; 

And 'twas enough ! surely to be shriven 
Of sin's foul blot, and all that sin exacts. 
No fuller witness need be sought of man. 
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CLXXXVU. 

Matt, xxviS.m 

The last words spoken I O how tender sweet 

Back from that misty past they speak for ever! 

They have no cessage, nor can time sever 
Them from 1 iim who spoke them ; tliey come and meet 
Us hkc the echoing tread of welcome feet, 

Or the whispered words of l< >ve, that never 

Die — the biding voice {>f absi!nt lover, 
Still coming from the old frequented seat 

Spoken in love, each weary heart may take 
And cherish as his own^ — ^a treasure rich 

With priceless comfort, and through life a stay ; 
They i>ea! dtnvn all the ages, and so make 

Each pilgrim strong in faith and hope, for such 
His promise — ^to be with his own alway. 
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CLXXXVIII. 
Suffering and Glory. 

**Ought not Christ to have suflFered these things, and to enter 
into his glory?" — Luke xxiv. 26. 

Must he have suffered for the glory's sake ? — 
The sceptre of universal power was his ! — 
He the dispenser of the fullest bliss ! 
Yet greater glory must his throne partake, 
And earth's sad scenes this added glory make ! 
Oh ! who may fathom all the meaning this 
Strange mystery has, that even heaven would miss 
Some share of glory did not this world take 
Thither some part of self ! Eye hath not seen, 

Nor fancy dreamed what heaven's grand glory 
means. 

Yet in tenderness has the Master been 

Pleased to tell us that life's unsated dreams — 

Its sufferings — ^are needed, that its joy serene 
May fill to fullness thousand thousand streams. 
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CLXXXIX. 

"They began to speak as the Spirit gave them utterance." — 
Acts ii. 4. 

There is a language only learned of those 

Whom grace hath tutored, and whose fount of 
thought, 

Made pure at deepest source, can bring forth nought 
But healthful strains, that tongue and lip compose 
When fellowship of heart with heart disclose 

Their mutual joys — ^mayhap with sorrow fraught; 

For this same language suits sweet comfort brought 
For grief, or, should joy's ecstasy engross 
The happy soul, fits gladness to express. 

The hallelujah and the plaintive dirge 

Are equal toned in this all-hallowed speech ; 
But the great Spirit must into tune impress 

The chords that jar life's harmonies, and urge 
To holiness ere he can this language teach. 
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CXC 

"Your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, and your young 
men shall see visions." — ^Acts ii. 17. 

Prophetic vision, looking far adown 

Time's long-distanced vista, but shows the hand 
That guides the sequence of events that stand 
In waiting order to display and own 
God's all-disposing power; it maketh known 
The Sovereign at whose supreme command 
All things to their appointed place as planned 
Set down, and not the incidents alone 
Which eyes prophetic have been given to see ! 
These are but dots on the historic page. 
Of import small beside the grander theme 
They would display, and urge with earnest plea, 
That God arranges all, and doth engage 
To keep and hold his own in love's esteem. 
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CXCI. 

"The promise is to you, and to your children, and to them that 
are afar off." — Acts ii. 39. 

To every enterprise there needs must be 
A starting point, so from Jerusalem, 
Where kings in God's name wore the diadem 

Of royalty, went forth most silently 

A wondrous power, traversing land and sea. 

And men transforming — ev'n the heart of them — 
From nature's savage level to the claim 

Of God's high law of love and purity. 

Such was the promise to the wide, wide world. 
That all its children should be blest afar. 

And latter days have seen the truth unfurled 
O'er every land, and faith's eye sees the star 

Of fuller promise for the coming days 

In the vast empire which King Jesus sways. 
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CXCII. 

**His name hath made this man strong." — ^Acts iii. i6. 

From tiny babyhood through life-long years, 
We readily admit our Father's care, 
And that our days of healthful joy-time are 
Of his dispensing; but in life's careers 
Keen, biting disappointment often sears 
The castles hope ambitious builds in air ! 
When the poor body, broken, bleeding, bare, 
Lies manacled in wounds and bound with fears, 
Then may no voice, with faith-inspiring call, 

Bid wait for healing as a gift divine ; 
Nor may hands apostolic now recall 

The limbs to leaping, nor the face to shine 
With beaming gratefulness and heart-fired praise, 
Since ceased have miracles in latter days. 
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CXCIII. 

"There is none other name whereby we must be saved." — ^AcTS 

iv. 12. 

Whence the rightfulness of this high claim, 
O'er all angelic forms of heavenly worth, 
O'er all the myriad saints of ransomed earth. 

To be accepted above every name. 

Though writ in story of immortal fame ? 
Can mortal mind dare bring such fancy forth, 
Nor feel 'tis right to be in anger wroth. 

Urged to resentment by th' audacious claim ? 

Nay, for this voice speaks out with certain tone. 
Authoritative, holy, and divine. 

Which all men must in humble meekness own, 
In confidence receiving as benign. 

And meant to point out Him who is the goal 

Of life's achievements to the seeking soul. 
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CXCIV. 

"Great grace was upon them all." — Acts iv. 33. 

Afloat upon the current of life's stream, 
And with its whirling eddies drifting on 
To shoals and quicksands they may strike upon, 
Men, with no surer anchor than the dream 
Of shadowy hopes aboard, set sail, and seem 
As if none other were of need, till shown 
How dangerous it is to sail alone, 
Or with no better chart than that they deem 
Correct by fickle fancy's faulty gauge. 

Grace — great in fulness and in fitness — ogives 
The pilot's wisdom and the steersman's skill, 
To guide amid the rapids or the rage 

Of stormy waves, and even when vice deceives. 
O'er sin's rude buffetings to triumph still. 
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cxcv. 

"We ought to obey God rather than men." — Acts v. 29. 

Heaven's mandates are imperative, and none, 
In weakness of their own conceit, may thwart 
Their operation; neither head nor heart, 

How keen soe'er their strain, or high the tone 

Which genius' lips may utter from its throne 
Imperious, can dictate a rebellious part 
And hope to triumph ; nor may human art 

Convey suggestion that could e'er disown 

The statutes writ in record for life's way ; 
Then were it wise most humbly to accept 

The law's restraints, whate'er its precepts say. 
With full assurance that, if truly kept. 

The heart that framed them meant but to convey 
The greatest good in greatest love enwrapt. 
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CXCVI. 

"They went everywhere preaching the word." — Acts viii. 4. 

The Christian war-cry, "All the world for Christ !" 
Its continents and isles of every clime ; 
Men's beating hearts and throbbing thought must 
chime 

With his ; life's purity and love be prized 
Above all riches — just as he advised 

In act and precept, suiting every time. 

And every land and people ! the sublime 
In cultured reason, and the uncivilized 
And savage heart, submitting all to bend 

In humble suppliance for his mercy kind 
And rich and wide ; and towards this glorious end 

Must they who love in fealty so bind 
Their cohorts in one steady phalanx strong. 
That triumph must be his o'er sin and wrong. 
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CXCVIL 

"Preached unto him Jesus/'—Acxs viii. 35. 

What meaneth this ? — means it man or doctrine ? 

Or is it but some philosophic lore, 

Cast up like froth from out the mental store 
Of busy brains, whose restless thought brings in 
Strange phantasies that only please and win 

Some noisy plaudits of the passing hour? 

Or is it eloquence' persuasive power 
To lure with mirage scene, or vapors thin 
As gossamer, the fickle mind ? — Nay ! nay ! 

In "J^sus preached" is time's most urgent theme ; 
'Tis love, infinite in its range, wide named ; 
'Tis mercy robed in beautiful array. 

And bread of life for famished souls — the gleam 
Of perfect joy for weary ones proclaimed. 
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CXCVIII. 

"Of a truth, God is no respecter of persons." — Acts x. 34. 

God loves his own, more than a father can, 
Even with a love infinite as the heaven 
To which he hath wide invitation given, 

Sounding o'er every land to every man ! — 

The Jew and Gentile — ^men of every clan — 

Are called to every privilege, and even 

Blest with blessings wherein joy, like leaven, 

Stirs to endearment, hallowing the whole span 

Of measured days, and in the fateful end 
Of every life calls to a fuller joy. 

Prepared with all the tenderness of love ; 

And, all embracing in the gift, would send 
Out to all realms, and every power employ 
To wean to bliss below, and better still above. 
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CXCIX. 

"And all that dwelt at Lydda and Saron saw the Lord's work, and 
turned to the Lord." — Acts ix. 35. 

What wondrous things th' Almighty Hand hath 
wrought ! 

Sun, moon, and stars, outstretched o'er heaven's 
expanse ; 

The earth's fair fields and flowery meads ; the dance 
Of ocean's waves ; and the provision brought 
From out earth's bosom — for each creature caught, 

Like to the manna miracle, that once 

Fed Israel's hosts ! — ^all the loud utterance 
Of God's unbounded glory ! — ^Why set at naught 
These wondrous tracings of Himself, so plain. 

And not accept the clear-shown record writ 
In glowing beauty upon every hand. 
And turn with ravishment of praise again 

To love's first source, and seek the joys that sit 
In holy places, where the righteous stand ? 
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CC. 

"What was I, that I should withstand God?* —Acts xi. 17. 

"The greatest are the humblest !" for although 
Their deeds may draw the world's admiring gaze, 
And myriad tongues may earnest voice their praise, 

Their meekly souls are still the last to know 

Aught of those virtues which their actions show; 
And yet there's equal truth in other phrase — 
That "humble minds are greatest," those whose days 

Pass on in quiet and unobservant flow. 

The great are greatest when acknowledgment 
Is humbly made of God's all-sovereign power ; 
When genius, talent, wealth, and every gift 
Esteemed in human fellowship, is bent 
To serve no narrow, selfish end, but pour 

Some balm where wrong or ill has cloven a rift. 
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CCI. 

"Separate tne Barnabas and Saul for the work whereunto I have 
called them." — ^Acrs xiii. 2. 

The Spirit calls, and there are myriad ways 
Wherein to willing service he would lead ; 
To apostolic hands were given the seed 

Of God's great truth to sow, and he arrays. 

According as each one fit gifts displays, 

The work he'd have each do, of word or deed, 
Of stern command or humble menial need ; 

And when the call is given, it sure conveys 

A willing heart, that welcomes every task 
As if it were the outcome of a fate 

That fits our own desire, and seems to be 

Our place by choice ; and where 'tis hard, a mask 
Of bland necessity is given to compensate 
For all the ills, so good alone we see. 
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ecu. 

"But he, whom God raised again, saw no corruption."— Acts 

xiii. 37. 

We lay our dear ones in the grave to rest, 

And heap the flow'rets o'er their sleeping head ; 
But soon the beauty and the bloom is shed ; 
And of the loved one, laid with throbbing breast 
Within the cold bleak earth, with love's protest, 
Corruption heeds not, and the worm is fed 
On that we deem so fair; then the rough tread 
Of stranger foot, heedless of affection's quest, 
Esteemeth common our most sacred trust. 
And even our dearest tramples in the dust ; 
But God's great gift — the Well-Beloved — came 
In human guise, and suffered, bled, and died, 
Yet foul corruption never dared to claim 
His body, which for sin was crucified ! 
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CCIII. 
Light. 

"I have set thee to be a light." — Acts xiii. 47. 

Symbol illuminant of wisdom's course, 
For guidance in each good and perfect way, 
Dost thou not mean to show a brighter day, 

And from the far past let us judge the source 

Of purest pleasures, or the bitter force 
Of sin's sad sorrows, set in dark array 
In memory's archives : both sides in the fray 

So lit, and showing whence comes life's resource 

Of good and evil strains? To men are given 
The torch of truth to hold aloft, that they 

May walk in rightful ways, but meanwhile shed 

Light clear and strong upon the path to heaven. 
Each one the beacon for his brother's way. 
And all most humbly of the Spirit led. 
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CCIV. 

"Paul and Barnabas had no small dissensions with them." — 
Acts xv. 2. 

God's word is like a jewel set with skill, 
With many facets, all reflecting light 
Of varying tints to each one's pleased sight : 

One phase of truth will shine with force, and fill 

The mind with vast import, while others, still 
More luminous from other points, so smite 
The heart with largeness, overpowering quite 

All other views, that they are all that will 

Permit of question, so eclipsing part 

Of what may equal rank in truth and right ! 
Is not this weakness? Yet where does't lie? 

Not surely in the truth, but in the heart 

Of those who, searching, search with feeble light, 
And whom small shades of truth do satisfy. 
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"These were more noble, in that they received the "word with all 
readiness of mind." — Acts xvii. ii. 

The Scriptures are the record, heaven-inspired, 
That tells the wondrous story of Ciod's love ; 
As love moved him, so were these meant to move 

Men's sin-grossed hearts ; and surely, when attired 

In fervency of eloquence, acquired 

Of mercy's tender pleadings, they'd approve. 
And hold with ardent g^asp all things above, 

And showing more than hope had e'er aspired 

To reach ; but with man's nature set awry, 

Blind and wing-clipt, he cannot choose but stray 
In foolish paths, though deeming them most wise. 

Hence is the record to the humble cry 

Of trembling faith an anchor, and its array 
Of facts accepted is its noblest guise. 
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"I found an altar with this inscription, To the Unknown God." — 
Acts xvii. 23. 

Greece made the world her debtor, and her name 

Endures, in time's immortal story writ ; 

She gave to literature bright classic wit, 
And gifted art her beauteous lines, which fame 
Has ever used that virtue's rightful claim 

Should be perpetual, and in marble set ; 

Her legacies, too precious to forget, 
The world still holds with gratitude's acclaim. 

Yet did her learning and her glorious art. 
Her poet's raptures and melodious strains. 
Leave her but groping after things divine ; 
Their great minds, brought scarce to the op'ning start 
Of inquiry, were left with all the pains 
Of doubt no mental research might devine. 
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"And Paul reasoned .... and persuaded the Jews and 
Greeks." — Acts xviii. 4. 

There are some points that lie beyond the ken 
Of mental vision, which the mind must leave 
An undiscovered bourne ; it oft may weave 

Th' uncertain threads of speculation when 

It feels adrift as to life's ends, and men 
Grope on in darkness and no light receive ; 
But the dark doubts that shade and may deceive, 

Can yield but bitter fruit, and ne'er attain 

The power to comfort ; hence must reason take, 
Not that alone it finds of fact, but what 

The Spirit all divine reveals ; the wide-oped eye 

Of faith will see far more than skill can make 
Luminous by eloquence, or of that 

Sweet persuasive thought which speech brings 
nigh. 
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CCIX. 

"Paul purposed in the Spirit." — Acts xix. 21. 

Impetuous youth, indulging fancy free, 
And vigorous manhood, ardent to achieve 
Some dazzling good that lures but to deceive, 

Show each the trend, in less or more degree. 

Of heart and soul toward objects known to be 
Allied to right or to what men believe 
Of evil course, spite effort to relieve 

The darkened background which the world can see 

The humble life that has its purpose laid 

That so it bringeth forth in course but good, 

Has won the triumph of success, and made 
A fortune worthier than aught that could 

Rise to acceptance in men's minds, or claim 

Exalted place upon the roll of fame. 
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ccx. 

"I go bound in the spirit, not knowing the things that shall befall 
tne." — Acts xx. 22. 

So rolls time's course, with steady, onward pace, 
Each hour some duty laying in our way, 
Its end and purpose seen perhaps a day ; 
But of to-morrow ! — 'tis mystery ! — the race 
For life's achievements we can only trace 
As through a mist, hope striving to display 
Their hazards set in blithesome silvern ray ; 
Yet th' unfolding future has no place 
Where prophecy can speak with certain tongue; 
'Tis hers to point out only what's in sight. 
And leave to conscience and desire to meet 
Th' unknown with fervent faith, that all along, 
Life's route, though hid, must close in right, 
If but the Spirit guides the traveller's feet. 
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CCXI. 

"When he would not be persuaded, we ceased." — Acts xxi. 

To know that we are right, and, in the power 
Bom of conviction, take a firm-set stand — 
E'en though dear friends in eloquence may band 
Their soft persuasions in the tempting hour 
When love sees dread and disappointment lour 
On expectation's hopes — should never brand 
With vile contention's odium, but command 
Each one's sincerest honor, and embower 
Such pattern in our heart of hearts, that we 

May search for truth, and on foundation sure 
Run faith's assertive course, that all may see 

The Christian life portrayed, that doth ensure 
To every type of nobleness in man. 
The hero's rugged way, or saint's quiet plan. 
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CCXIL 

"Away with such a fellow from the earth." — Acts xxii. 22. 

Have we convictions ? — So may other men 
Hold just as firmly to their own conceits, 
Deem them most wise, and holding all that meets 

Their sense of right ; and if 'tis so, who, then. 

May stand as umpire, and with perfect ken 

Set judgment 'tween us? — one heart kindly greets 
The villain as a saint ; another seats 

Opprobriously the saint in sinner's den ! 

With honest will one may the bigot play. 
And good men may be cheated into wrong ! 

Hence let us strive for charity to say 

That traits untoward to us may yet belong 

To some hid grace of gift divinely given 

To him alone who holds, revealed of heaven. 
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"When I have a convenient season, I will call." — ^AcTS xxiv. 25. 

Time's fleeting course, so swift, and with no stay. 
Pleads with the thinking heart that there's an hour. 
At some point surely fixed — and which no power 
May intervene to hold — ^at which to lay 
Down all the pleasures, false and true, each day 
May bring, and seek for light when clouds obscure 
The dread unseen, unknown, where souls endure 
Th' eternal issues bound in life's display 
Of varied deed and word and thought ; but yet 
The meaner things in sight are so enlarged 
That they eclipse the brightest and the best 
That wait afront, full-satisfied to get 

A little patch of glamorous joy, overcharged 
With grief, because into the present press'd. 
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**I was not disobedient unto the heavenly vision." — Acts xxvi. 19. 

The Spirit, some time ere life's fitful course 

Has spent, through joy and grief, its meted days, 
Will whisper that this busy scene displays 

A fraction only, and of smallest force, 

Of its existence — that 'tis but the source 
Whence evil finds its seeding bane, and lays 
Its subtle traps 'gainst goodness, and arrays 

In battle phalanx its soft wiles t' enforce ; 

But 'mid it all the Spirit throws its gleam 
Of light divine to set the soul on guard. 

And stir to conscious thought — mayhap in dream — 
That danger lurks where seems a bright reward, 

And that the gilding seen in pleasure's guise 

Is tinsel far beneath life's high emprise. 
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"Paul gathered a bundle of sticks, and laid them on the fire." — 
Acts xxviri. 3. 

What ! Paul ! of heaven commissioned to bear out 
To all the earth the message of its love ; 
Who was in eloquence mighty to move 

Men's hearts, and clear away the clouds of doubt 

Enshrouding o'er the mind of Jews devout, 
And to the Gentile showing things above 
His power of research — a hid treasure-trove 

Of thought the world had dared not do without ; 

Yet did this mind gigantic humbly stoop 

To gather sticks to warm his storm-chilled hands, 
And set his mental brilliancy aside. 

That needed wants of storm-tossed, sea-saved group 
Of sufferers be attained ! So should commands 
Of duty press to service, and preside. 
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'The salvation of God ts sent unto the Gentiles, axid they will 
hear it." — ^Acrs xxviii. 28. 

God's glory, and his gracious love for men, 

Proclaimed so freely unto every land, 

Must needs have full acceptance; no command 
Has greater potency than love, and then 
This love draws back the outcast once again 

To fullest favor, shown on every hand ; 

And when those favor'd callously withstand. 
And the strong leadings of Ciod's grace contemn. 
Its kindly grasp must not be turned away. 

Nor, like the fragrance of the beauteous flower, 
Waste its sweet bloom upon the desert wild. 
But find a willing welcome to its sway : 

So Gentile hearts will open to its power, 
Since those first loved the privilege resiled. 
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"Not slothful in business, fervent in spirit, serving the Lord." — 
Romans xii. ii. 

Business in many varying channels runs, 
And each one chooses as he deems will best 
Attain the object of his labor's zest ; 
Ambition setteth some to shine as suns 
Among their fellows ; while another shuns 
The public gaze, and striveth to arrest 
For self-possession the unsatisfying quest 
Of worldly souls, the sordid pelf that stuns 
Heart-growth in grace, and hinders budding good. 
Business should be esteemed the handmaid sent 
To help dispense the Father's loving gifts ; 
To gain, not riches, but the means that should 
Provide and share with all the mercies lent 
Of heaven, and with no narrow selfish rifts. 
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CCXIX. 

"As I live, saith the Lord, every knee shall bow to me.' 
Romans xiv. ii. 

Dependent ! must it be that every soul 

Must yield to powers that lord it o'er his own ? 

That independence is a sense unknown ? 
That e'en the universe — so wide — no goal 
Can e'er present, nor time in its long roll 

Of ages show a realm where man may throne 

Himself in separation — ^be alone — 
And live a life sequestered, true, and whole? 

Kings may command allegiance, and be given 
Unstinted loyalty; myriad hearts may move 
At potent gesture of presiding will ; 
Yet must each autocratic tie be riven. 

When He whose right it is to reign in love 
Comes, and will sceptred righteousness fulfil. 
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"So run that ye may obtain." — i Cor. ix. 24. 

On one hand, life's a stream where men may glide 
In pleasant sail, but with no port in view — 
May with the current steer, and e'en go through 
The rapid's dangers and the swelling tide. 
Yet all the time be drifting, without guide 

Or chart ; or they may voyage straight and true 
To course and compass, and their way pursue, 
Assured that care and skill will override 
The driving blast and hazard of the wave ; 

The one is waste — ^mayhap e'en pleasant waste — 
Of time and season given a race to win ; 
The other, chosen of true hearts and brave, 
Yields pleasure sweeter and of purer taste. 

While conscience' plaudits cheer the soul within. 
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CCXXI. 

"Knowledge puffeth up." — i Cor. viii. i. 

The universe with myriad mysteries waits — 
(In secrets shining from each twinkling star, 
And ocean depths and sea-girt isles afar) — 
Each has some point that lures, but never sates. 
The seeking mind, and oft, instead, creates 
A fevered ardor and desires that mar 
Men's nobler instincts, and lay traits that jar 
The melodies of life, and so inflates 
The one-time humble seeker, that at last, 

Great in the knowledge and the skill acquired, 
He deems the sum of all within his ken. 
And measures off the future and the past, 
Ev'n of things sacred and divine, till fired 
With laud of self, all's levelled with his pen. 
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CCXXIL 
"Charity edifieth."— i Cor. viii. i. 

Of every grace love has most gentle form ; 
Of tender thought begotten, so its speech 
Repelleth never, but weaningly doth reach 

Out after nobleness, and, therefore, warm 

In eloquence, it pleads with every charm 

Of heart and eye and hand ; it would beseech 
To gain its end, and seeketh not to teach 

Aught querulous of mood, but would disarm 

Each shaft of envy, or each deed of wrong. 
Yet 'tis not craven, nor of feeble power. 

But, cultured in those paths where virtue dwells, 

It grows a giant, and for right is strong 
T' uplift and edify; it is a flower 

Divinely fragrant, for of heaven it tells. 



SONNETS ON SCRIPTURE THEMES. 
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"Though he was rich, yet for your sakes he became poor, that 
through his poverty might be rich." — 2 Cor. viii. 9. 

How rich ? — ^the wealth of all the world was his, 
Its gems, its gold, and all that selfish man 
Esteems, and strives by every guileful plan 

T' acquire ! — all were his ! — ^aye, and more than this ! 

He ruled with power supreme in perfect bliss ; 
But he with love's all-pitying eye did scan 
How far sin's virus through creation ran ; 

Then, that he might redeem, he did dismiss 

This regal glory, which was his by right. 

Assumed his own frail creature's humble guise. 
And bore the weariness of mortal strife; 

And lo ! the outcome is the wondrous sight, 
Of all heaven's riches held forth as a prize 
To all the faithful, in eternal life. 
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**A place called the place of a skull." — ^John xix. 17. 
*'God forbid that I should glory save in the cross of the Lord Je- 
sus Christ." — Gal. vi. 14, 

O Calvary! weird scene of loathsomeness, 
The place of skulls, of crosses, and of crime ; 
Dread spot where centred all the hate of time ! 
The point of keenest earthly bitterness, 
That left upon the world the deep impress 

Of unexampled woe! How strange — sublime — 
The changes wrought by years of mellowing time 
Upon men's thoughts of thee ! Now, tenderness 
And love are thine! — thou'rt deemed most holy, 
And guarded as most precious, and thy cross 
Is now of victory th' accepted sign ! 
This work, O Christ! — thyself despised and lowly — 
Is thine — to purify earth's meanest dross, 
And raise the vilest among saints to shine. 
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ccxxv. 

"Finally, my brethren, be strong in the Lord, and in the power 
of hrs might." — Ephesians vi. lo. 

The marble, chiselled into beauteous form, 
Is not complete, and lacks bewitching spell. 
Till genius' hand has wrought and polished well 

Each line and lineament ; we do not warm 

To roughness, and the artist must conform 
To all demands of finish to excel ; 
And yet must strength and force and vigor dwell 

Where the rapt mind would into stone transform 

Ethereal thought : so 'tis not love alone, 

Nor sweetness, that portrays the Christ-like mind; 
The gentle hand must bear at times the sword. 

And strike with blows wherein the soldier's shown ; 
In strength will love be mightiest to bind 
Life's graces best in union with the Lord. 
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"Look not every man on his own things, but every man also on 
the things of others." — Phil. ii. 4. 

What qualities pervade the human heart ! 
Evil is there, and yet fair virtues too 
Mix and mingle in each soul ; and thus do 

Strange contradictions fill th* apparent part 

Of each one's life ! Are we to be alert 

To note the weak, the strong, the false, the true. 
And each seen act of friend and foe review, ' 

And then in judgment use the censor's art? 

Nay, 'tis not thus the mind renewed would view 
The outer world that lies within its ken, 

But with applauding charity would sue 
For broader fields wherein to sow again 

The garner'd fruits of deeds long past and gone. 

That good may shine which oft before had shone. 
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"We shall ever be with the Lord ; wherefore comfort one another 
with these words." — i Thess. iv. 17, 18. 

There is a time of triumph yet to come — 
The expectancy of time and theme of song. 
To which the glories of hope's dreams belong ; 
Saints watch prophetic signs in heaven's blue dome. 
And list the trump that sounds their welcome home ; 
Hushed nature sits with wistful, silent tongue. 
And waits the sovereign hand to strike the gong 
That peals the hour of waking, when the sum 
Of life quenched through the past millennial years 
Will once again bethrong these busy scenes. 
And love shall reign as in the pristine days 
Of Eden, set to sinless, bright careers 

Of perfect holiness! This message means 
That comfort true is in each word it says. 
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"Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners." — i Tim. i. 15. 

Far back in time — ere time itself was rolled 
From out the bosom of the eternal void — 
When nought but God — the Infinite Three — enjoyed 

Heaven's glory, then did the Almighty mind unfold 

His gracious plans : earth, sun, and stars were told 
To be, and each in duteous course employed ; 
And man — creation's last and best — decoyed 

Of serpent coils, was seen outlawed and cold. 

In ruin prostrate, and of hope bereft ; 

Then unstrained mercy, born of purest love, 
Conceived to save, and that at awful cost 

Of sacrifice ! — even God the Son has left. 

For earth's lone sorrowing courts, his throne above, 
To pay sin's penalty, and save the lost ! 
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"Stir up the gift of God, which is in thee." — 2 Tim. i. 6. 

God's gifts, so manifold, so great, so good, 
So rich in blessing of those outer things 
That come each morning, and that evening bringfs. 

So lift from life care's dark solicitude. 

And fill the heart with gladsome gratitude. 

That they come swiftest on thought's buoyant wings. 
And loom the largest ; for the mind so clings 

To things most tangible, though gross and crude. 

As to eclipse the inner graces taught 

Of spirit, and which mould and make the man 
Of nobler mien, of grander stuff, and true ; 

It is the soul whose consecration's caught 

Of heaven who serveth best life's meted span, 
And who of grace is oftenest stirred anew. 
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"I am now ready to be offered, and the time of my departure is 
at hand."— 2 Tim. iv. 6. 

Who, looking backward o'er life's travelled way, 
Howe'er so long or short the journey's run, 
May count of deeds wherein, through victories won, 

Assurance, voicing strong-grown faith, may say. 

In the bright eloquence of hope's display. 
That no misgivings have been left, nor one 
Grave doubt, to dim, like cloud before the sun, 

The opening vista of life's future day? 

The past time and the coming are but one. 
For 'tis the varied actions of our life — 

The thoughts, the words, the deeds— completeness 
bring, 

And so the survey of life's course begun 

And ended — the o'erlook of the fretful strife — 
Gives faith the warrant to take heaven-coursed 
wing. 
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"He hath suffered being tempted." — Hebrews iL i8- 

Temptation comes in pleasure's subtle wile. 

And the faint line that marks out right from wrong 
Lies hid, like thorns that to the rose belong, 

In leaves and flowers ; though draped in sunny smile, 

It may towards virtue or to vice beguile, 
May lead in wisdom's path to walk along, 
Or draw to run in folly's current strong — 

*Tis ours to choose, and sift the choice the while; 

But pleasure's temptings will reveal some sting. 
Did we permit reflection while they crowd, 

Or heed the little wounds they sometimes bring. 
When conscience winces, or sin speaks aloud. 

For know of truth that in each fall is laid 

A mete of pain 'twere wisdom to evade. 
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"There remaineth a rest to the people of God." — Hebrews iv. 9. 

Oh ! what were life without hope's sunny gleam, 
To light the pathway o'er care's thorny road? 
The burden of the day would prove overwhelming 
load 

Did not bright expectation's cheerful beam 
Illume th' obstructing barriers, that seem 
Too big to overcome, till hope hath showed 
The rift that leads to freedom from each goad 
That frets the current of life's fitful dream. 

But better joy than brightest hope can yield 

Comes in assurance of a perfect bliss 
That waits beyond the confines of life's field, 

To recompense for all the ills of this 
Uncertain scene of mingled love and fear, 
Where mercy's voice soothes every sigh and tear. 
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"By faith Moses endured, as seeing him who is invisible." — 
Hebrews xi. 27. 

Faith has a language to the world unknown, 
Nor does interpretation lie within 
Its ken ; Faith's speech is foreign, and to win 

Approval, men must turn aside and own 

That thought takes flight they cannot follow, lone 
Yet cheerful, into skyward realms of thin 
And buoyant air, but glorious ; they must begin 

To learn new things, and see their dreams o'erthrown. 

As if their old-time estimate of things 

That seemed substantial had to shadow come. 
And true endurance lay along the lines 

Of recognition of the King of kings. 
And spirit-opened sight, revealing some 

Of heaven's grand scenes, and its new language 
signs. 
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CCXXXIV. 

"Out of the same mouth proceedeth blessing and cursing." — 
James iii. lo. 

The tongue is but an instrument ; it may 

Be virtue's helpmeet or be scandal's dart ; 

It brings sweet comfort from the kindly heart, 
Or blights from envy's bitter springs convey ; 
It may be mercy's messenger, display 

Love's trenchant eloquence, and play the part 

Of truceful peace, or with deceitful art 
Win friendship, but its hallowed ties betray. 

The tongue is moved but as the heart inspires, 
And as 'tis health or poison it supplies. 
And so becomes th' executor of good 
Or bad ; and would we freight it with desires 
For blessing only, then the fount that lies 
Deep in our nature must all ill exclude. 
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"Above all things have fervent charity among yourselves." — 
I Peter iv. 8. 

Love! sweetest solace for all toil and care, 
Though but a fragment be the meagje dole 
That comes to us, yet welcome to the soul 

Thou art ; but when in copious shower our share 

Bursts with rich fervency the channels where 
The heart receives and strives to gild the whole 
Of life's long journey to its furthest goal, 

'Tis bliss, with which alone can heaven compare ! 

Christ, great creator of all mortal things. 
Out of sheer fervency of holy love, 
Enhumbled to his creatures' low estate. 
Presents himself — heaven's highest thought — ^and 
brings 

This mandate, that we love, all things above, 
Those who in heart nor faith nor love abate. 
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''He that saith he abideth in him ought himself also so to walk, 
even as he walked." — i John ii. 6. 

Had we no higher model than our own 

Weak natures, grovelling in vain pleasure's ways, 
We ne'er had thought of higher state t' upraise 

Our daily spheres ! ev'n from the knightly throne, 

Down to the humblest of life's callings known. 
None can find better for ambition's praise 
Than lust and rapine, seen in folly's gaze 

As most to be desired, hence sought alone. 

But, oh ! give thanks ! heaven sent its noblest Son 
To so present this life in purest guise, 
That men might ever have before their eyes 

A type of living, with its purpose won, 
To stimulate and purify desires. 
And show 'tis best when holiness inspires. 
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"Be tfaou faithful unto death, and I will give thee a crown of 
life." — Revelation ii. la 

What call is this ! to die and yet to live. 
Receiving greater honors than we know 
Can ever to the lot of mortals flow ! 

The wealth earth's teeming bosom waits to give. 

And riches heirs of empire may believe 
To be their own possession, surely go 
To highest point of highest hope, and so 

Ambition's cup fill full as 't can receive; 

Yet more than this awaits the faithful soul, 
Who bravely fights the battle o'er life's way — 

Who holds in view the ever-brightening goal 
And strains to fill the duty of each day ; 

The faithful strugglers in the warfare now 

Will henceforth 'mong heaven's crowned heroes glow. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



CCXXXVIII. 

Po^:try. ^ 

It brings us soothings like to evening's rest ; 

It lifts the load from sorrow and from care; 

Gives to the lone soul the buoyancy which prayer 
Affords ; is solace for the aching breast ; 
It aids the mind that's striving to divest 

Itself of leanings worldly — that dare 

Disturb when thought soars to diviner air, 
And in sweet numbers enters calm protest 
Against aught vile or mean. It is a spell 

That soothes from anger, and sends mellowing peace 
When passion rankles ; like the weird sea shell, 

Brings sounds from far — ^but all of heaven — ^that 
cease 

The cankerous weeds of sordid self, and swell 
The joy born of th' enslaved soul's release. 
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CCXXXIX. 
A Mother's Love. 

What a fount of love is a mother's heart ! 

And how constant and full and pure its stream ! 

Sweet childhood's joy and youth-time's airy dream 
Ne'er had blest life's course with their hallowed art 
Had our mothers restrained their loving part ; 

Ev'n when years have fled, and our days would seem 

Lengthened out to old age, the gentle beam 
Of mother's love remains, and sets astart 
The desire to give the pure joy we got, 

And bequeath to our own the bliss that's ours. 
Spreading the old love's comforts o'er the lot 

Of our children's children, that no sad hours 
May invade their course o'er life's stormy sea. 
But be warded and watched in love's decree. 
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CCXL. 
Sonnet. 

To Mr. and Mrs. Boyle, Toronto, Canada. 

True friendships may from small occasions spring; 
The converse of an hour, the sojourn of a day, 
May stir emotions that may last alway. 

And raise esteem that through long years will ring, 

A sweet repeating echo, that will bring 

One's thought back to the point of touch, and play 
Responsive chordings o'er and o'er — ^array 

In order once again each offering 

Laid on Friendship's altar — the thoughtful mien. 
The gentle bearing and the quiet word — 

Th' impressioned feelings of a short-lived hour. 

May distance ne'er efface what has been seen 
In our short friendship, nor time's hand afford 
Aught that may wield obliterative power. 
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CCXLI. 
After Fifty Years. 

My love ! it seemeth but as yesterday 

Since that sweet day when first I saw thy face. 
And felt the fervor of thy soul to trace 

Lines deep indent so theyVe remained alway, 

Though fifty winters, with their withering sway 
Have passed ; yet did fifty summers place 
Their flowering growth against time's rude erase. 

And give the love of long ago full play. 

True love can have no wintry withering time, 
Nor yet an autumn where it ripes to fall ; 
The gathering years are seasons set to bloom. 
Each one succeeding reaches towards sublime 
And reverent trust, until, when we recall 

The past, 'tis but to note there's been no gloom. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



245 



CCXLII. 
Wild Oats. 

With a measured beat the pendulum swings, 

But it comes at last to a point of rest ; 

And the storm that wrecks our fairest and best, 
Subsides to the flutter of zephyr wings ; 
So, too, old ocean down to ripples brings 

The mountainous waves on its troubled breast; 

But the life that's wasted in mirthful zest 
Ne'er knows of the calm that to wisdom clings. 

And why? — Summer knows when its flowers are shed. 
And autumn, it ripens its fruit on time, 
And then takes the winter's holiday rest ; 
But the soul where the seeds of sin were laid. 
Can find for rest no peaceful clime. 

Till pillowed, repentant, on Jesus' breast. 
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CCXLIII. 
Life Incomplete in Time. 

The cradle, sweetly by fond fingers drest, 
And the coffin, o'er which our tears are shed, 
Lie at th' extremes of life — the fountain head 

And the wide frith of many years ; but, prest 

Within life's opening and its time of rest, 
Are found the opportunities that spread 
Far nobler joys beyond time's scenes of dread. 

Inspired of faith and hope within the breast. 

Between our birth-time and our dying hour 
Is set a work that to completion grows 

Only when this frame casts its carnal power, 
Like butterfly its chrysalis, and glows 

In the pure robes of heaven's developed bower, 
And life, like seed the tree, does all enclose. 
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The Morning Star. 

Bright morning star ! in th' azure like a jewel 
Shining resplendent ! — The great orb of day 
Comes rushing onward with overwhelming ray 

T* embrace thy loveliness, and so conceal 

Within his grander glory all thy zeal 
To shine, and shine o'er his meridian way, 
Eclipse refusing until evening gray 

The splendors of thy sisterhood reveal. 

So we among the world's great lights would feel 
Emulous to shine— our best things essay 

To win the world's rich blessing and its weal, 
And, scattering kindness, brighten all the way 

Of life's short journey, nor allow the seal 
Of an eclipse to shed o'er us decay. 
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CCXLV. 
Life's Mystery. 

The rose, plucked dripping fresh with morning dew. 

Lies ere the evening comes a faded thing ; 

The beauteous maid, of joy and mirth the spring, 
A moment paints in death's cold ashen hue ; 
And yet the rose leaves keep their fragrance true, 

And to the maiden form and feature cling ; 

But ah ! what change ! the joy that each did bring* 
Is lost, till e'en repulsiveness ensue I 

Say, canst thou tell the cunning power that hands 
These beauteous things o'er to corruption's strife? — 

What the relation differing that demands 
But rottenness where loveliness was rife? 

The power that stirs this contrast, and commands 
Our awe, is Life ! — ^grand mystery — O Life ! 
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Life — I. 

O Life ! thou spark divine, if once alit, 

. Thrilling with sentient soul what else were clay, 

No power may limit thine unbounded day; 
Tears may bedim, and cares, like shadows, flit 
In momentary gloom, yet dost thou sit 
Triumphant, daring time to rust away 
Aught save thy casket, or the dress array 
Put on to be the vehicle of wit : 

So does life glow adown the ages clear. 
In channels bright or dim to mortal fame; 

A Job, or Moses, in the line appear ; 

Or Homer, Shakespeare, or a Milton came; 

Each filled his place — the beggar, king, or seer — 
And leaves behind his portion and his name. 
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And this undying sequence forms a stream 
To purify the ages as they onward flow ; 
Mankind's great heart is borne adown it, slow 

And calm, for it is royal, and its gleam 

Of majesty — the flowers and smiles that beam 
Out life's rich benisons — is as the glow 
Of sunny joy that mellows all its woe. 

Or stores it as a sweet remembered dream. 

And then the ocean of eternal years 

Will take the fruit which time has freighted down 
In argosies of love ; and life's sweet tears 

Become the priceless jewels for the crown 
That charity for ever wins and wears — 

Her regal right, by votage of renown. 
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Divine Silence. 

Through time's vast cycles the Creator spoke 
In tones divinely calm, and Eden's bliss 
Was perfect ; but ah ! how soon we miss 

The still small voice, and men to wrath provoke 

At last th' Almighty arm, and Sinai woke 
In flashing lightnings, and in stormy hiss 
Proclaimed heaven's high command — ^the dark abyss 

Of penalty that perfect laws invoke. 

And down the centuries till Calvary's hour 

Was heard the tones of Grod's attesting voice ; 
But since, the awful silence of reserved power 
Has hung, more eloquent of hopes and fears 
Than all the past, for in love's sacrifice 

Was the last word uttered for millennial years. 
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CCXLVIII. 
The Unknown Dead. 

Around us lie the long- forgotten dead! 

No record have they left of word or deed ; 

We know they lived, and must have loved — did plead 
Their urgent quest — they smiled and laughed, and shed 
The tears of sorrow ere their line was sped, 

Just as we each to-day fulfill our meed 

Of duty, though unchronicled the need 
That every hour demands, until the head. 
Silvered with years, is lowly laid ; yet theirs 

Were dauntless hearts, that met the toil of life. 
And battles for evolving good, 'mid cares 

And fears; and we're th' inheritors of strife 
They have bequeathed, which, though all unawares 

We take, 'tis ours to add to and make rife. 
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The Scroll of Fame. 

The roll of fame, inscribed with noble names 
The world is proud of, is the strong light 
Which history holds aloft through ages bright ; 

Each nation well accords its loud acclaims 

To its own heroes, and ambition's aims 

Are nourished, and the good and true delight 
To list the deeds of prowess in the fight ! 

And so fame's roll to chivalry inflames. 

All good and right ! but why alone should men 
Discover heroes by the deeds which fame 
Emblazons blatant on the public shield, 
Forgetful how that loving lives may yield 
The sweet aroma of a faithful name — 
Show sacrifice unwrit of sword or pen ? 
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Men Leave Their Best Behind. 

The great men of the earth ! — lo ! where are they? 

The mighty who have ruled the world from thrones ? 

Tyrants whose names are now as echoing groans ? 
The heroes lighting up the far-back day 
Of history, who in red blood tracked their way ? 

Where the prophets, and they who sang in tones 

Of sweetest psalmody, where sorrow's moans 
And joy's acclaims were blended? — ^where are they? 

The men are gone ! but what they left behind 
Is better than themselves ; nor form nor face 

We know, but trophies of both hand and mind 
Are with us, defying age t' efface ! 

And even the Christ permits this law to bind 
Himself, to let his gospel bless the race. 
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Love's Legacy. 

Lo ! you and I, my dearest, long have trod 
The path of life together; hand in hand 
We've met its cares ; and now that Beulah Land 
Seems so much nearer than the back-viewed road 
We've travelled o'er, and know our Father, Gk)d, 
Hath set our bounds, and sent out his command 
To make due preparation, ere the sand 
Of life has run, and left nought but the clod 
Of lifeless clay, what have we we may leave 
Behind, as legacy of good to bless 

Those who in our hearts' affections lie ? — 
Wealth is not ours, but, better — we may weave 
Our love, engarlanded in sweet caress. 
And claim they copy in our memory. 
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Keep Cheerful. 

Looking back, art thou cast down and weary ? 

Hast thou lost heart because of sorrows met ? 

Where are the old desires, that strained to get 
From out of life its best? Courting the dreary- 
Side will but confirm the gloom — ^mayhap sear ye 

For good that waits in opening store, and set 

To mollify with gladdening hope — to let 
Life's eve be comforted, with nought to fear ye. 

There is a grief that, almost tragic, weighs 
With undue power upon the weakened will, 
Yielding all rather than assert its might ; 
Assertiveness is needed that our days 

Be clouded not ; the light heart triumphs still. 
Which sees past sorrow gone, and joy in sight. 
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Growing Old Cheerfully. 

There is no cause to grieve in growing old ! 
The years go past with gentle, noiseless tread, 
And though burdens come they are lightly shed ; 
Though the drifts lie deep in the winter's hold, 
The snowflakes are small, and we feel not their cold; 
So the grey hairs whitening the reverend head 
O'er the silvered crown are one by one spread, 
And lovingly welcome, by grace to enfold 
The smiling that lends to the face its cheer. 

There are memories stored in the years gone by. 
That keep the heart young, and green, and light ; 
So the time to come brings no cloud-wrapt fear. 
For the "has been" will be, and no casting die 
Makes less the ending of eventide bright. 
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CCLIV. 
Joy Never Perfect. 

ril lay me down among this fresh green grass. 
Beneath the welcome shade of these old trees ; 
Their green leaves, fluttering in the fanning breeze. 

Send forth as 'twere a lullaby's caress, 

That weaneth into dream-land's courts to pass. 
And gives sweet invitation for to seize 
Refreshment in a loitering hour to please. 

Without a cumbering care; but yet, alas! 

See how the piercing sunbeams filter through 
Th' umbrageous head, as if they meant to war 
The pleasure tendered by the grateful shade ! 

So is it ever ! — there are no lines that sue 

Toward perfect joy ! — all hath some thorn to mar 
Hope's fondest dreams, and blissful peace invade. 
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Love. 

Oh ! who may fathom the depths of love 

The human heart may know ! Between the two 
Extremes of height and depth there are not few, 

But many, keen passionate points that move 

The soul of love to frenzied act, to prove 
Sincerest strain ; but some in calmness sue 
And plead their cause so eloquently true, 

'Tis hard to estimate the better groove. 

May we not choose the long-continued kiss. 
That yields its fragrance for a life-time's bliss. 

Through cloud and sunshine knowing naught of 
wane? 

It proves itself in heights of passionate glee. 
And in the depths of sorrow's misery. 

To be love the truest, and love's noblest gain. 
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CCLVI. 
Spring. 

Come, balmy breath, so welcome ! — 'tis of spring 
You send the pledge— of the ripe time for flowers 
To burst their prison-house, and cheer the hours; 

Of swelling buds the woods are echoing, 

And mating birdies tune their voice to sing ; 

The cloudy skies fling down their mirthful showers. 
And the whole earth shakes with reviving powers. 

Bred when spring breezes their prophecies bring. 

ThouVt welcome, sweet breath, for the sick and lone 
With longing have waited thy coming ; the moan 
Of their sorrows hath ceased ; the rapture of spring 
Glads to the resting, and maketh to sing; 
All nature is roused, from grass blade to fir. 
And men with the rest contagiously stir. 
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Old Books. 

Old books ! — they're living voices of dead men, 
That will not die, but from the hoary past 
Still utter forth their storied thought, and cast, 

Like seed from garnered storehouse, out again 

The truths they have in custody, to train 

Succeeding manhood, by old lights made fast. 
And held secure within their pages vast, 

Reiterated like a song's refrain. 

The proven truths confided them to hold 
Must still within their bosoms active be. 
Because truth once established will not die; 
Hence are they precious in our sight, though old- 
Dear tried old friends whom we delight to see. 
Whose counsel we remember lovingly. 
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CCLVIIL 
Nature. 

Mother ! whose nursing love all things pervades. 
Whose birth we watch with joyful hail in spring, 
And note thy coming on such gentle wing. 

That charming fascination ne'er evades 

Our hold. Thou hast, throughout all time's decades, 
Ne'er ceased thy welcome gifts, nor yet to sing 
The world's sweet love notes, of thine inspiring. 

In heart of bird and beast, and men and maids ; 

Nor do thy wonders ever cease to flow, 
For summer takes the early pledge of spring 
And lifts it higher towards completion's goal ; 

The early buddings into flowerets grow. 

And thy fair breast, its wealth of fruit uncovering. 
Bides till rude winter wounds thy beauteous soul. 
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CCLIX. 
Nature's Resources. 

The beautiful rose, with its fragrance sweet, 
And the gorgeous tulip, with colors rare! 
The white of the lily, so spotlessly fair. 

And gay parterres, where tints in thousands meet I 

Is it not wonderful, how these all greet 

Our gaze, coaxed by the daylight's sunny glare 
From out of the same rude earth's common fare. 

And finding the same mother breast to treat 

With an equal love and an equal care. 

The world's bright garlands — ^the exquisite flowers? 

Did we for the beauty and fragrance dare 
To search the rough soil's beneficent powers, 

We would find no clew till the heart's incline 

Is to solve the problem in love divine. 
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CCLXI. 
The Voice of Nature. 

There is a language where no voice is heard, 
A speech expressive of deep rifts of thought, 
For which the tongue, though eloquent, were fraught 

Of rudeness, and from which the lips are barred. 

The stars, those sentinels that stand on guard 

Throughout the midnight hours, speak it ; 'tis taught 
In golden sunshine, by heaven's chariot brought ; 

The cloud-capped mountains, with a sweet regard 

To harmonies, in gentle whispers send 

Its awe-caught tones ; the woods and streamlets sing 

Its tremolo; and the wee flowerets lend 
Their fragrance — all in gentle accents fling 

Appealing eloquence to men to bend 

And list how Nature speaketh for its King. 
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CCLXIII. 
Pro Patria — Scotland.- 

Oh ! blessed land, where dearly loved ones live, 
What hapless fate was 't led my feet to stray 
Far from thy mountains and thy vales away? 

My heart, regretful, never can forgive 

The wayward choice that led me to believe 
The gilded fables which hope, dreaming, lay 
Thick o'er the path down which she lured, to play 

The fool, and evil things as good receive ! 

Contrition, with its still small voice, comes in, 
And makes new wounds with unrelenting sting, 

And no new friends, who strive my heart to win. 
For severed love a soothing balm can bring ; 

For, deeply laid our heart of hearts within. 
Are old-time joys, that still to manhood cling. 
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CCLXIV. 

Scotland's Mission. 

Send out thy sons and daughters, Scotia, send 

O'er all the earth thy darlings ! — ^their honest pride, 
And hearts wherein strong-nurtured truths reside. 

The wide world needs! — as working leaven, lend 

Their virtues and their stubborn wills, to bend 

To righteous paths fair lands where crimes abide. 
And cultured minds God's holy truth deride. 

And in deep thought forget thought's nobler end. 

In thy stern creed, which by thy sons was wrought 
From heaven's pure fount of truth, there lies imbued 

The power to purify ; they bled and fought 
To ratify its wisdom, and exclude 

No spot of earth, and so, unsought or sought. 
Send forth thy children, Scotia, leal and good ! 
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CCLXV. 
Silence. 

Without commotion, with no noise or din, 
The sunshine beams o'er meadow, wood and field, 
And weans the buds on every hand to yield 
Their tintings and their fragrance — all begin 
Their growth towards beauty in deep silence — win 
The grace of universal favor, sealed 
By praise of myriad hearts, to whom appealed 
The revelations wonderful, brought in 
So grandly quiet, yet with such potent sway. 
That all resistless come spring's gifts of sweets, 
And with profusion princely. So love meets 
With lavish fullness — modestly alway — 
Its obligations gently, as it strives 
To render blissful winter-stricken lives. 



270 



MISCELLANEOUS, 



CCLVL 

Men Are Judged by Their Actions. 

The things I do portray me what I am ; 

And it were good that we ourselves should know. 
Or note with critic eye to what we owe 

Our standing with our neighbors, and the name. 

Be 't good or bad, with which is linked our fame : 
From deeds of all our yesterdays there flow 
The fabrics that build character, that go 

To pre-announce us, whether true or sham. 

The thoughts we cherish in the quiet hour. 
Leave gentle tracings of themselves unseen. 

Until, like first buds of an opening flower. 
They show like prophecies of what may mean 

A blastful reputation, or a tower 

Of strength, fit for the storm or sunshine's sheen. 
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A Mystery. 

We look upon a friend, who, yesterday, 
Was full of energy, and whose clear speech. 
Wrapt in bold and vigorous thought, could reach 
The heights of fervid eloquence — display 
A soul that might the whole of life portray ; 
But now, our pleading tongues in vain beseech 
From him the old-time themes he loved to teach. 
And, coldly irresponsive, he can say 
Nor word, nor thought ! Oh ! what mystery 
Lies in a life-robbed form ! And, chief of this, 
The quest, were all life's duties done with brave 
And val'rous heart, and so, life's history 
Broken at point that remedies dismiss, 
Leave record of a triumph o'er the grave? 
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CCLXVIII. 
An Old Man's Soliloquy. 

I am so old ! my hoary hairs are few. 

And silvered with the turmoil of the years ; 
I've hoped, and hoped for rest, yet with no fears 

That would the faith serenely old undo ; 

The flight of time seems slow ; but yet, 'tis true. 
He hinders not the sight of that which nears — 
Th' enwrapping glory which the soul uprears. 

And placeth among hopes that strongest sue 

For ripe possession ! Ah ! me ; so very old ! 

With steps that totter, and with eyes grown dim ! 

Where feebleness makes contrast with the bold 
And stalwart dash of manhood's mien ! 

But, ah ! so slow Tve thought time's gait to be, 

I think that death must have forgotten me ! 
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A Criterion. 

To live aright is but to act aright ! 

The inner promptings of the heart and soul 

Come from far deeper springs, that claim control 
Over the whole man; yet in the ardent fight 
This is not seen ; that only meets the sight 

Which hand or tongue displays, and so the sole 
Criterion is in men's acts; the whole 
Of outward doing shows them in their might 
Or in their weakness I To find the passing hour, 

It is the watch's face and hands that tell — 

We ne'er consult the mainspring or the wheels I 
So when beneath the public gaze there reels 

Some shrinking friend, let us esteem all well 
When acting well, nor search the motive's power. 
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CCLXX. 
Barriers. 

How wide and fathomless this mighty sea ! 

How savage is its ceaseless monotone ! 

And the waves break wildly upon the lone 
And rocky coast — in wrath it seems to be 
Impatient of barriers, and would be free 

To sweep all else within its wasteful zone. 

And add to earth its melancholy moan — 
A dirge for all to croon out piteously. 

Yet do these rocks and sandy stretching shores 
Become the safeguards of the frailer things. 
And keep the tyrant to allotted bounds. 
So when possessors among men of powers 

Too vast to wield without restraint, there clings 
Like firm-set rocks some rights that thwart 
wounds. 
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CCLXXL 
Living to Purpose. 

Why was I bom ? — there must have been some thought 
Within the soul inlaid to mark the end 
And purpose of my being ; and the trend 

Of every action should show this enwrought, 

And native leanings of the mind be fraught 
Of purpose fashioning itself to blend 
Th' implanted thought with the accomplished end. 

And so some value into life be brought. 

An aimless living were but life ill spent ; 
But that which finds some duty every day 
Accomplished, howe'er so small or mean, 
Has not alone done all that he had meant 
Within the act, but lent a part to sway 
The world-controlling providence unseen. 
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CCLXXII. 

Martyrdom. 

It needeth not the faggot nor the fire 
To prove the hero in true martyrdom ! 
Nor yet consignment to the henchman's doom, 
Nor prison bars, nor rack, nor wheel, nor ire 
Of tyrant will. Lo ! in the quiet desire 
To serve some other in the chamber gloom 
Of suffering, or to suffer with the tomb 
Shadowing the call of duty, throughout tire 
And weariness, without a thought of self, 
Is surely worthy of the martyr's crown ; 

And though the world unwittingly may turn 
Aside from suffering, in contrast of pelf. 

It will not set brave hearts so suffering down. 
Nor treat lives spent in sacrifice with scorn. 
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Memory Monumental. 

Time's path is strewn with myriad monuments, 
And each one, like the temple walls of old. 
In silence reared, as passing years unfold 

Each morrow's mysteries ; and instruments 

Are they that vibrate sweet admonishments 

Which we would have in mental sight unrolled. 
As treasures more esteemed than mines of gold- 

Their storied fragrance as love's testaments; 

But heads grown hoary can alone revere 
The preciousness of all the garnered past. 

Or judge the tablet-records which each year 
Deep on our hearts hath sacred memories cast ; 

Or know the subtle love which must inhere 
Those wider loves eternal hopes forecast. 
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CCLXXIV. 
Love — A Rondeau. 

Who'll measure love ? — ah ! 'tis too vast a theme 
For tongiie to utter or for soul to dream; 

It is an ocean of infinite bound, 

From which each quaffs his full, yet still is found 
Supply exliaustless — exquisite — supreme ! 

It is earth's sense of heavenly bliss ! — the gleam 
Divine that thrills the heart ! — the sunny beam 
That with pure joy the ways of life surround ! 
Who'll measure love? 

There is no sacrifice it would esteem 

Too great — no cup of suffering but 'twould deem 

A bliss to drink ; no height nor depth profound 

Love is not ever ready for to sound, 
And yet itself as nothing would esteem ! 

Who'll measure love? 
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Roll on. Old Time! — A Rondeau. 

Roll on, Old Time ! — the troubles that ye bring 
Will soon be those of yesterday ; we fling 
Our cares behind, and let not sorrow live 
Beyond the passing hour ; we'll strive to give 
The rein to joy, and tune our hearts to sing ! 

Wild ocean's waves for ever restless heave. 
Nor can to peace of perfect calm relieve 

Their pulsing throb ; so does deep unrest cling 
To thee, Old Time ! 

But when thou send'st, with swift unwearied wing. 

Those loads of care that fret the soul, and wring 
From burdened hearts the sigh, we will not grieve, 
Because we know some measure of reprieve 

Must still be ours, for which thou hast no sting. 
So roll, Old Time! 
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CCLXXVI. 
The Long- Past Years — A Rondeau. 

The long-past years ! their scenes of bliss 

Lie buried in forgetfulness, 

Which as they came, from day to day. 
Smoothed the furrows of care away. 

And wrought the strength that woes dismiss. 

We cannot bring them back, but this 

We may — save from neglect's abyss 
Those passing now, and so survey 
The long past years 

As joys we lost and sorely miss, 

But yet a part of equal bliss 

Which coming days will bring to stay. 
And shed calm peace o'er life alway. 

Linking with future times and this 
The long past years. 
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Boyhood's Days — A Rondeau, 

My boyhood's days ! what happy times were these, 
When pleasure rollicked in the power to tease ! 
When mischief was a virtue in our eyes, 
Of ringing laughter brimful — (though of sighs 
Oft brought to birth) — and fitful as the breeze. 

The joy of youth deep and strong-rooted lies. 
And e'en the folly of its follies flies — 
They're innocence and drollery at ease. 
Rough boyhood's days. 

And when in manhood we look sagely wise. 
The memory of mischief's pranks will rise. 
Keen preserved, and oft rehearsed to please 
The boy who sits and wonders on our knees 
That grandpa loved the same rough fun he plies 
In boyhood's days ! 
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VICTORIA'S JUBILEE. 

1837 — ^JUNE 21 — 1887. 

Victoria ! — Queen ! — All hail to thee ! 

To thee men hold love's outstretched hand. 
To greet thee in thy Jubilee, 

From every clime, from every land! 

Through all Britannia's boundless realm 

Swell grateful peans, glad and strong, 
To Him who gave thy hand the helm 

Of state, and 's guided thee so long. 

Ere since thy girlhood's happy day, 
Thy people's love has round thee shone, 

* This poem accompanied an address of congratulation to Her 
Majesty on the occasion of the Jubilee of her reign, June 21, 1887, 
from British subjects and others of British birth resident in the 
city of Richmond, Va. It, with the address, was beautifully 
illuminated and mounted. 
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Until thy woman's gentle sway 

Seems virtue raised t' adorn the throne. 

Thy wifely troth, thy mother love, 
Grew 'neath devotion's sacred art ; 

But more thy widow's griefs did move 
To reverence thy people's heart. 

And now is seen the good benign 

Shed from thy gracious life, that stirs 

To pride great Britain's soul ! — the wine 
Of joy she owns ! — for thou art hers ! 

The unsetting sun that shines upon 

Those lands that own thy sceptre's sway. 

Reveals the bliss of all who own 
True fealty unto thee this day : — 

Their bliss to know thy rule is grace, 
And righteousness and truth most pure, 

Dispensed alike to land and race. 
And every station, rich and poor; 
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Their bliss in freedom deep and wide; 

Their bliss in justice pure and strong ; 
And bliss to know 'tis Britain's pride 

To be enchampioned against wrong; 

Their pride that gathering years no stain 

On Britain's honor ever shows — 
That India's Empress' glorious reign 

Still in noontide splendor glows! 

Proud that her empire's widening span 

Gives broader haven for the right, 
And that where treads the foot of man 

Her sons sing songs on home-hearths bright. 

These, and myriad blessings given, 
Where'er Britannia's rule hath been, 

Are but rewards of favoring heaven 
Upon our good, God-fearing Queen ! 

From o'er th' Atlantic's billows wild 
Turn countless eyes with longings keen, 
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Who deem Columbia Britain's child, 
And keep the old-land homes still green. 

The spot where early youth was spent 

Still their fond affection craves, 
And scenes with solemn memories blent 

Are hallowed by their fathers' graves. 

And youth may pass, and time disclose 
Upon their heads the frost of years, 

Yet do they still refuse to lose 

The old-time bonds the heart reveres. 

Oh ! land the fairest in our eyes ! 

Oh! isle where earth's joys most convene! 
We see thy grandest, best emprise 

Ensymboled in our noble Queen ! 

O Queen beloved! may heaven's grace rain. 
Responsive to the whole world's prayer, 

On thee, and keep thee long to reign 
O'er subjects happy, since they share 
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The prince's portion who is true 
And loyal to the King of kings, 

Whose life, like thine, has been to strew 
A benison of purest things 

O'er all the earth, and given for strife 
Truth's golden peace, without a flaw: 

A queen so queenly in her life. 

We love her with love's holiest awe! 
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THE DAYS OF LONG AGO. 

There was a time when the linnet's song 

Rang sweet in the wildwood glade; 
His notes were those that to love belong, 

And gave no hint of cloud or shade ; 
And hope was bright in these gladsome days, 

Mom grew to eve in tranquil flow; 
All life was song, like the linnet's lays; 

But these were the days of long ago. 

There were by-paths sweet, where bluebells grew, 

And gowans snowed the grassy lea, 
Where the golden gleam the buttercups threw 

Was sunset's gold as eve's hours flee, 
The wooded copse and the broom-decked dale, 

And hillsides clad in purple glow, 
Were quiet retreats for a love-fraught tale 

In those hallowed days of long ago. 
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In these long-gone days the wildwood flowers 

Shed fragrance that remains to-day ; 
Through all the years and their passing hours 

The bliss they gave hastes not away ; 
And the mountains stern, with mist-wrapped heights, 

Flashed lightnings from each haughty brow ; 
While the pine-trees laughed 'mid the lurid lights. 

But ah ! what fancies these of long ago ! 

The heart was young — it was stalwart, too. 

To meet life's fight — its weal or woe, 
And we still find joy in the leal and true 

Of these vanished scenes of long ago. 
Though old, we cling to the love it brought 

Nor lose the relish of youth-time's glow ; 
For oh ! how sweet was the bliss it wrought, 

That happy time of long ago. 

Life's onward path through the gathering years 
To survey-heights leads up and on. 
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And all that's left of joy and tears 
A fraction bears to what has gone ; 

The future's glory nearer moves ; 

Faith prays its sight may clearer, grow, 

And memory hoards the old, old loves, 
So making one with long ago. 
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"BETTER A WEE BUSH THAN NAE BEILD." 

Though winter be bauld and in anger may rave. 
And to haud oot his cauld our happin' be thin. 

In the warld there are mair wha his fury maun brave, 
Wi' still less o' cleadin' to temper the win* ; 

Then thankfu' let's think o' the gifts we hae got. 
That the blessin's we hae be in gratitude sealed; 

Though they're sma', they're the mair to be valued, I 
wot, 

For a wee bush is better than nae beild. 
Though our life may rin hard, and though little our 
gear. 

And sma' be the comforts our toilin' can yield. 
We're content wi' our ain, be it little or mair, 
For a wee bush is better than nae beild. 
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When the hairst time has gane, and the lang night's 
approach 

Whispers its bodin's sae cauldrife and drear, 
Wi' ill-sair'd providin', the snawtime's encroach 

Sets the heart o' a* puir folk aduntin' wi' fear ; 
Yet there's succour for a', sae his fury we'll daur, 

Trustin' He'll temper 't wha's aye been our shield; 
Thankfu', we'll bless Him — we micht hae been waur, 

For our wee bush is better than nae beild. 
Though life may rin hard, and though little our gear, 

And though for our gettin' we gang far afield, 
Wi eidence, we'll mak' o' the little the mair. 

For a wee bush is better than nae beild. 
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WHEN AGE HAS COME I 

Written after reading the Poem with this title in L^ve Lyrics, 
by James Whitcomb Riley. 

When age has come, 
And we have learned, thro' three score years and ten. 

The charm of silvern love, the golden bliss 

That's left so much of honey-sweet that this 
Quiet eventide of life brings back again 

The fragrant scenes of long ago, 

And left — so deep they will not go— 
The impress of their joy — a glad refrain 
Of countless blessings, all come home 
When age has come! — 
And peace, no longer troubled with life's care or gloom, 
Shines with renewed youth since age has come I 
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Since age has come, 
Then may the tide of heartsome rapture flow 

Once more with fullness ; for, the rasping sting 

Of disappointment pluckt, and every spring 
Of sordid seeking dried, and the calm glow 

Of sweet forgiveness given or ta'en. 

No roots of bitterness remain. 
To bring to bud some hate of long ago. 
Or resurrected feud to know. 

Since age has come ! 
Nay ! faith sees her pathway to a restful home. 
Sweet home ! — clearer made since age has come. 

Old age has come ! 

But 'tis the breaking of expectant dawn. 
And glitters splendid with the dew 
Of fostered friendships, leal and true; 

And heartsome deeds of kindness, sown 

Long, long ago, as fruit are known. 
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HOME MEMORIES. 

Oh ! blissful 'tis, at gloaming hour, 
To let unfettered thought, 

So strong in power, 

Bring o'er a dower 
Of joy from memory brought. 

To furbish 'new 

Things leal and true 
Which on the heart had wrought. 

Those deeds of grace 

That's left their trace 
Of sweetness, all unsought. 

Some scenes there are our memories hold 
Fast locked in their embrace. 

Which lips grown old 

Love to unfold 
As joys that never cease : 
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I close mine eyes 

And with surprise, 
Though far abroad I roam, 

On magic wing 

Space off I fling, 
And Fm once more at home ! 

My father's voice once more commands. 
And mother fills her chair; 

And sisters' hands 

Weave silken bands 
Of love for brothers there; 

The lilted song 

Cheers the night long. 
Till the hour of pleading prayer, 

When solemn psalm 

Sheds holy calm. 
And pillows every care. 

Once more I close my longing eyes, 
And fancy leaps to home; 
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In maddening race 

Unknowing space, 
Or ocean's surging foam ; 

And now the bells, 

Which Sabbath tells, 
I hear them loud and long, 

And all the years 

Of care and tears 
Vanish in their sweet ding-dong. 

Oh ! wond'rous power to conjure dreams 
Of happiness galore. 

To find love-gleams 

Keep fresh the themes 
Drawn from old Scotia's shore; 

And find, too, all 

Are at our call, 
Reft from the days of yore : 

We're boys again. 

Though grey-haired men. 
With the burdens of three-score. 
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And backward flies 
To home's sweet ties, 
And there life's nectar quaff. 

Oh,! Time ! thy hand is ruthless oft 
In loading life with grief, 

But now, we pray 

Take not away 
This balm for care's relief : 

To think the past 

The truest — best, 
For 'tis no vain belief. 

That boyhood's time 

Remains sublime. 
Though manhood's joys be brief. 



MISCELLANEOUS, 



A VISIT TO SCOTLAND— HOME! 

Scotia! sweetest spot on earth's domain, 
I'm blest t' have seen thee once again ! 
To have once more my aging eyes 
Soothed with the sight of Paradise! 

Fve seen thee in thy native dress, 
Drawn forth by summer's loveliness; 
The purple which thy mountains wear. 
Mist-capped in heaven's ethereal air. 

I've seen once more the heather bell 
Deck hill and glen in witching spell ; 
The lustre of the moon's soft beam 
Dance o'er thy lakes in silvery sheen. 

I've seen thy straths' rich green-clad leaf 
Yellow'd to autumn's golden sheaf; 
And the reapers' merry-sounding song 
Seem'd faith's free hymnal, full and strong. 
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I've trod thy by-paths — quiet nooks 
Where sing the linnets and the brooks — 
And felt the bliss-entrancing power 
Bequeathed by gloaming's sacred hour. 

Oh ! land beloved ! though ne'er again 
Thou'lt gift such bliss, its sweet refrain 
Will mellow life's oft-coming fears 
Adown the vista of its years. 

No more can gathering years permit 
That hope should joy like this repeat, 
Yet will my last fond look of thee 
Be hallowed more and more to me. 

Then fare-thee-well ! — a last adieu 
I bid thy shores and people true ; 
But ah ! my waning years will draw 
Their joys from scenes my boyhood saw. 
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"WHERE IS THE FLAG OF ENGLAND?*' 

A Reply to a Poem With This Title by Henry Labouchsu; 
Esq., M. p. 

The winds of the world give answer, 

List to their story well, 
For 'tis the record of honor — 

A gospel of good — they tell. 
Wherever man roamed a savage 

The flag of the Briton went, 
And carried the blessings of freedom. 

And Mercy's messages sent. 

The sighing breeze of the tawny East 

Whispers its grateful song, 
How the hands that upheld the emblem 

With it brought succor along — 
Brought succor to starving and wretched. 

Taught them in virtue to rise — 
Gave them examples of valor, 

And drilled their dull hearts to be wise. 
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The winds of the West send the tale, 

How the land where wigwam fires 
Once burned on the desolate heath, 

Are graced with religion's spires ; 
And cheerful chimes of psalm and h3min 

Have replaced the war-whoop's yell. 
Because the foot of the Briton went 

Of heaven's best love to tell. 

The chilly winds of the frozen North, 

Float down with cadent swell, 
In tremulous haste to voice their cheer. 

And love for that flag to tell ; 
Canuck and Gaul stand hand in hand, 

Embraced in its ample fold, 
Grateful to know their peace is safe, 

Watched o'er by the Lion bold. 

The savage Maori — ^no longer wild — 
Has his blanket cast aside. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



And, arrayed in the garb of peace, 
Stands by the Briton's side — 

And tells in eloquent speech how much 
Has come to his people rude 

From the "tight little isle" of the flag 
That symbols the brave and good. 

Now it floats o'er scenes where pillage. 

And blood-stained deeds of shame. 
Were once the marauder's joy, 

As he ravished with sword and flame ; 
But now, in the light of freedom, 

The dwellers therein look back. 
And acknowledge their source of welfare 

The reign of the Union Jack. 

Go to each isle of the ocean, 
Or travel o'er continents wide. 

Each spot that owns its blissful rule 
Hath peace that will abide ; 
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And each land where it waves is blest 
In its hearths, be 't palace or cot, 

For there is contentment, and peace 
'Neath it is the people's lot. 

But some are blind to the world's advance — 

To the good right under their nose, 
And will not own, in the^march of right. 

That flag in the vanguard goes ! 
Their bigoted vision, too narrow to grasp 

The breadth of protection it throws 
O'er the weak, would throttle its path, 

And thwart where its strong arm shows. 

Life ! All — -all — must own to sinning ! 

And Britain's hoary past 
Presents, perhaps, some darkened shades 

O'er her long history cast ; 
But ah ! her pulsing heart has given 

Warm welcome to the light, 
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And in the foremost march of truth, 
Victoria's reign shines bright. 

Though Britain sinned in olden time. 

Her flag is to the world 
The highest type of liberty, 

To every eye unfurled ! 
She leads in the apostle host 

Who fight each barbarous rite, 
And strive the down-trod ones to save 

From curse of death or blight. 

Nor may fierce lightning's lurid flash. 

Whether of battle or storm, 
Hinder its God-given mission, 

The wrongs 'mong men to reform ; 
And the hero hands that hold it 

Aloft in Afric's clime. 
Are strong in might by power of right . 

Theirs is truth's march sublime. 
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Triumph it must ! — and let none dare 

To stay its march ! The world would weep 
In mourning ashes should it fail 

Its prophecies of good to keep ; 
For in its folds, a sacred trust, 

The weal of myriads lie. 
Which, undeveloped, could but cause 

The brotherhood of man to sigh. 

Then hurrah for that flag ! — the British flag — 

May it float aloft alway. 
And shed the halo of righteousness 

O'er the peoples under its sway ; 
And they've gone from the ends of earth, 

Strong to defend its glory ! 
Oh ! may the God of battles deign 

To confirm its deathless story ! 
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MY GRANDFATHER'S OAK. 

Dreams hang in my mind of a lovely spot 
Overlooking a vale on the side of a hill ; 

'Tis charming to me! — 'twas my grandfather's cot, 
Blithe with the maiden's lilt, song-bird and rill. 

A wide-spreading oak o'ershadowed the door. 

With seat at the foot where my grandfather sat ; 
'Twas the meet-place of mirth when the work-day was 
o'er — 

Mirth that has since soothed the hardships of fate. 

But the hand of old Time sweeps ruthless and stem. 
Nor recks he of lov'd things, though beauteous and 
fair; 

And my grandfather's cot, ah ! it grieved me to learn, 
Had fallen in ruins when next I went there ! 
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But the great oak that shadowed the rooftree of old 
Still sheltered the spot where my grandfather sat ; 

And memories of old times its boughs did enfold, 
Green as youth's love-time, and ! loved it for that. 

I loved it, and fain would have gratefully lived 
'Neath its sheltering head, as my sire did of yore, 

But I could not — the mandate of duty received, 
My home was the billow, a stranger on shore. 

Yet I loved it ! — with th' ardor of school-boy love, 
Who reckons youth's friendships unbreaking de- 
crees. 

And vowed that my old friend, where'er I might rove, 
Would be with me at home, 'mid the billow and 
breeze. 

And long have we sailed the wild ocean together, 
Ne'er dreaming our friendship can ever be broke; 
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I fear not the storm when the thunder-clouds gather, 
For my gallant bark 's framed of my grandfather's 
oak. 

Friends from the first, we'll be friends to the last. 
And, bonded in danger, we'll blessings invoke. 

Till at length, o'erwhelmed in the fight or the blast. 
Fathoms deep may I sleep with my grandfather's 
oak. 
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TO MAGGIE. 
In Remembrance of Dear Tom. 

All things must change, nor can 

We hinder or deny; 
But lie who wrought life's changing pi; 

Said also, "Nought can die!" 
So when we think of him we loved 

As changed and gone before. 
We'll also think he hath but moved 

To whence, repeating o'er 
The old^ old love in purer strains 

And changed scenes, he'll hie 
To greet us both with life's refrains. 

Assured they'll never die. 



Written in an Album, Montreal, Canada, 
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ACROSTIC. 

Merriness of heart and soul 
In this world's pilgrimage, 
Suits but ill to reach the goal 
Sought by every Palmer sage — 

Proving hollow laughter's sway 
A futile help upon the way ; 
Lightsome hearts that know of nought 
Merging out of holy thought, 
Enter cannot, for their path 
Runneth not belit of faith ; 

Yet truly every Palmer may 
O'erflow with joy upon the way, 
Responsive to those chords of love 
Kindled at thoughts of home above. 
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Pleasures found in wisdom's path — 
Laughter — sanctified by faith — 
All the gladness earth can give, 
Can every Palmer find, and live ; 
Enjoying joys that ne'er deceive. 

Pilgrim ! O would ye have such joy 
Embue thy heart, thy hands employ ? 
Renew it at the Fount of Love ; 
Then, thine the palm bestowed to prove 
How joy on earth has bliss above. 
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ACROSTIC, 

Mind her, dear friends : she loves to have 
In her keeping — ^like a treasure — 
Some little tokens friendship gave — 
Small things to yield her pleasure : 

Pleasure when the friends that gave 
Are scattered world-wide, far and near — 
I^st in time's overwhelming wave — 
(Mayhap but left in memory dear) : 
Ere comes the hour that hides thy face, 
Responding to her wish with grace. 
Set something in her album's space. 

Albums hold but scraps, it may be — 
Love's little things of heart and will ; 
But trifles, as time's moments flee, 
United keepeth friendship still; 
Much joy they give, for friends unseen 
Sweetly they keep in memory green. 



MISCELLANEOUS, 



IN AN ALBUM. 

A little thing, be 't e'er so small — 
A mote, the tiniest — is all 
That friendship needs to keep in mind 
Those well-beloved, and true and kind ; 
Thus may a word become a token, 
When writ by hand or fitly spoken ; 
Then let this trifle I iridite 
Serve to keep in memory bright 
A friend who covets leave to trace 
On thy esteem a well-marked place. 
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DAILY GRACE ABOUNDING. 

There are sweet joys which God hath laid 
Here and there within our daily path — 

Enjoyments that, ere evening's shade 
Enwraps us, each a thousand hath ; 

And sure, not smallest is the bliss 

Resulting from such thought as this ; 

Nor can the joy of work well done 

Ere find a cross — the prize not won, 

Since God's arrangement ever is. 

That joy belongs to all that 's his. 

Work, then, O work with earnest will ; 

Our Father adds the Spirit's skill ; 

Remembering us as weak and poor. 

He helps us every barrier o'er ; 

To duty lends its mete of grace. 

And strength to fit each time and place ; 

And even in temptation's hour 

Sends triumph through some succoring power. 
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HYMN. 

Oh ! were I bound in Jesus' love, 

What joy were mine ! what joy were mine ! 
My feet by him constrained to move, 

In paths divine, by grace divine. 
Then would I understand and know. 

In some degree — a small degree. 
How much to his great love I owe. 

Encircling me— embracing me ! 

Oh ! did the fruits of grace and peace 

Abound in me — abound in me! 
My soul, O Jesus, could not cease 

To grow like thee — in love to thee. 
And then, I know the Comforter 

Would come to me — abide with me. 
And witnessing, withdraw my fear. 

Give peace with thee — sweet peace in thee. 
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Then send thy Spirit forth with pow'r 

To keep me true — still ever true, 
And when may come temptation's lure 

Let slips be few — give grace anew ; 
So will I daily stronger grow 

When led of thee, and trained by thee, 
And from my heart will grateful flow 

Eternally, sweet praise to thee. 
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HYMN. 

O Jesus, Saviour, sweet Desire 
Of all the saints — ^those who aspire 
To find life's pleasure in thy love. 
Till comes the grander life above ; 

Vouchsafe most graciously to meet 
With us around thy mercy-seat, 
And with the Holy Spirit's power 
To bless us in this favored hour. 

O Jesus ! Saviour ! — ^all our hope, 
While through life's clouded maze we grope, 
Be thou the Light within our hearts, 
And give the strength that faith imparts. 



* This hymn was kindly chosen for insertion in Hymns of the 
Ages, No. 135, by Rev. Robert P. Kerr, D. D. 
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O Jesus ! Saviour ! — ^grant us grace 
To know, and love, and seek thy face ; 
To feel all else beside as small. 
And thou alone our all in all. 

O Jesus ! Saviour ! — come, abide 
For ever constant at our side, 
That we may surer choose the way 
That leadeth unto endless day. 

O Jesus ! source of truest joy ; 
So train us that we may employ 
For thy praise each talent given. 
Now on earth, and hence in heaven. 
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HYMN. 

Cpme, ye ransomed, sing the story 

How God's well-beloved Son 
Left his throne of boundless glory 

That we outcasts might be won 
Back to royal grace and favor, 

Heirs again to heaven above ! 
Sing, O sing, how sweet the savor 

Of God's reconciled love. 

Without thy mercy. Lord, pursuing, 

Life ne'er had kno\yn serenity ; 
Sin had laid our hopes in ruin — 

A meteor flash of vanity ! 
But thy love, our ken surpassing. 

Rich and full and wide and free, 
All our heart and soul engrossing. 

Wakes our grateful praise to thee. 
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Grateful for thy constant keq)ing 

All adown life's tempted way. 
And in boundless grace repeating 

Watchful cares each hour and day. 
Oh! Saviour! list while we employ 

Heart and lip in gratitude, 
And tell in song how great our joy 

Trusting thee, so true, so good. 
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